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BIBTH, PARENTAGE, CHILDHOOD 

I HAVE been urgently asked to put together my 
reminiscences. I could wish that I had bq^ 
to do so at an earlier period of my lif ^ because 
at this time of writing the lines of the past are 
somevriiat confused in my memory. Yet, with 
God's hdp, I shall endeavor to do justice to the 
individuals whom I have known, and to the events 
ci which I have had some personal knowledge. 

Let me say at the very beginning that I esteem 
this century, now near its dose^ to have eminently 
deserved a record among those which have been 
great landmarks in human history. It has seen 
the culmination of prophedes, the birth of new 
hopes, and a marvdous multiplication both of the 
ideas which promote human happiness and of the 
resources which enable man to make himself mas- 
ter of the world. Napoleon is said to have for- 
bidden his subordinates to tdl him that any order 
of his was impossible of fulfillment One mi^^t 
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think that the genius of this age must have uttered 
a like injunction. To attain instantaneous com- 
munication with our friends across oceans and 
through every continent ; to command locomotion 
whose swiftness changes the relations of space 
and time; to steal from Nature her deepest se- 
crets, and to make disease itself the minister of 
ciure ; to compel the sun to keep for us the record 
of scenes and faces, of the great shows and pa- 
geants of time, of the perishable forms whose 
charm and beauty deserve to remain in the world's 
possession, — these are some of the achievements 
of our nineteenth centtiry. Even more wonderful 
than these may we esteem the moral progress of 
the race ; the decline of political and religious en- 
mities, the growth of good-will and mutual under- 
standing between nations, the waning of popular 
superstition, the spread of civic ideas, the recogni- 
tion of the mutual obligations of classes, the ad- 
vancement of woman to dignity in the household 
and efficiency in the state. All this oiu- century 
has seen and approved. To the ages following it 
will hand on an inestimable legacy, an imperish- 
able record. 

While my heart exults at these grandeiu-s of 
which I have seen and known something, my con- 
tribution to their history can be but of fragmen- 
tary and fitful interest On the world's great 
scene, each of us can only play his little part, often 
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With poor comprehension of the mighty drama 
indiich is going on around him. If any one of us 
undertakes to set this down, he should do it with 
the utmost truth and simplicity ; not as if Seneca 
or Tacitus or St Paul were speaking, but as he 
himself, plain Hodge or Dominie or Mrs. Grundy, 
is moved to speak. He should not borrow from 
others the sentiments which he ought to have 
entertained, but relate truthfully how matters ap- 
peared to him, as they and he went on. Thus 
much I can promise to do in these pages, and no 
more. 

I was bom on May 27, 1819, in the dty of 
New York, in Marketfield Street, near the Bat- 
tery. My father was of Rhode Island birth and 
descent One of his grandmothers was the beau- 
tiful Catharine Ray to whom are addressed some 
of Benjamin Franklin's published letters. His 
Either attained the rank of lieutenant-colonel in 
the war of the Revolution, being himself the son 
of Governor Samuel Ward, of Rhode Island,^ mar- 

^ Gorernor Samuel Ward refused to enforce the Stamp Act, 
and abo did Taluable service as a member of the First and Sec- 
ond Continental Congresses. He frequently served as chair- 
man of the Committee of the Whole, daring the secret sessions 
of Congress. His death, in the spring of 1776^ is said to have 
twen doe in large measure to the fatigue caused by his incessant 
labors in behalf of his country. Although he did not lire to 
sign the Declaration of Independence, he was one of the first 
men to prophesy the separation of the colonies from the mother 
country. 
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ried to a daughter of Governor Greene, of the 
same state. My mother was grandniece to General 
Francis Marion, of Huguenot descent, known in 
the Revolution as the Swamp-fox of southern cam- 
paigns. Her father was Benjamin Clarke Cutler^ 
whose first ancestor in this country was John De 
Mesmekir, of HoUand. 

Let me here remark that an expert in chiro- 
mancy, after making a recent examination of my 
hand, exclaimed, ''You inherit military blood ; your 
hand shows it" 

My own earliest recollections are of a fine house 
on the Bowling Green, a region of high fashion in 
those days. In the sunmier mornings my nurse 
sometimes walked abroad with me, and showed 
me the young girls of our neighborhood, engaged 
with their skipping ropes. Our favorite resort was 
the Battery, where the flagstaff used in the Re- 
volution was still to be seen. The fort at Castle 
Garden had already been converted into a plea- 
sure resort, where fireworks and ices might be 
enjoyed. 

We were six children in all, yet Wordsworth's 
little maid would have reckoned us as seven, as a 
sister of foiu: years had died shortly before my 
birth, leaving me her name and the dignity of 
eldest daughter. She was always mentioned in 
the family as the first little Julia. 

My two eldest brothers, Samuel and Henry 
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Ward, were pupils at Round Hill School The 
third, Francis Marion, named for the General, was 
my junior by fifteen months, and continued to be 
my constant playmate until, at the proper ag^ he 
joined the others at Round Hill School 

A few words rq;arding my mother may not 
here be out of place. Married at sixteen, she died 
at the age of twenty-seven, so beloved and mourned 
by all who knew her that my early years were 
full of the testimony borne by surviving friends 
to the beauty and charm of her character. She 
had been a pupil at the school of Mrs. Elizabeth 
Graham, of saintly memory, and had inherited 
from her own mother a taste for intellectual pur- 
suits. She was especially fond of poetry and a 
few lovely poems of hers remain to show that she 
was no stranger to its sacred domairL One of 
these was printed in a periodical of her own tim^ 
and is preserved in Griswold's ** Female Poets of 
America." Another set of verses is addressed to 
me in the days of my babyhood. All of these 
bear the imprint of her deeply religious character. 

Mrs. Margaret Armstrong Astor, of whom more 
will be said in these armals, remembered my mo- 
ther as prominent in the society of her youth, and 
spoke of her as beautiful in countenance. An old 
lady, resident in Bordentown, N. J., where Joseph, 
ex-king of Spain, made his home for many years, 
had seen my mother arrayed for a dirmer at this 
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royal residence, in a white dress, probably of em« 
broidered cambric, and a lilac turban. Her early 
death was a lifelong misfortune to her children, 
who, although tenderly bred and carefully watched* 
have been forced to pass their days without the 
dear refuge of a mother's heart, the wise guidance 
of a mother's inspiration. 

A dear old cousin of my father's, who lived to 
the age of one hundred and two years, loved to 
talk of a visit which she had made in her youth 
to my g^randfather Ward, then resident in New 
York. She had not quite forgiven him for not 
allowing her to attend an assembly on which, being 
only sixteen years of age, she had set her heart 
Years after this time, when such vanities had 
quite gone out of her mind, she again visited rela- 
tives in the dty, and came to spend the day with 
my mother. Of this occasion she said to me: 
''Julia, your mother's tact was remarkable, and 
she showed it on that day, for, knowing me to 
be a young woman of serious character, she pre- 
sented me on my arrival with a plain linen collar 
which she had made for me. On a table beside 
her lay Law's ' Serious Call to the Unconverted.' 
Don't you see how well she had suited matters to 
my taste ? " 

This aged relative u^ed to boast that she had 
never read a novel She desired to make one 
exception in favor of the story of the Schonberg- 
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Cotta Camfly, but, hearing that it was a work of 
fiction, esteemed it safest to adhere to the rule 
iriiich she had observed for so many years. 

Her son, lately deceased, once told me that 
when shefdt called upon to chastise him for some 
childhh o£Fense^ she would pray over him so long 
that he would cry out: ^Mother, it's time to 
begin whipping.'* 

Her husband was a son of General Nathanad 
Greene, of Revolutionary fame. 

The attention bestowed upon impressions of 
childhood to-day will, I hope, justify me in record- 
ing some of the earliest points in consciousness 
indiich I stin recall I remember when a thimble 
was first given to me, some simple bit of work 
being at the same time placed in my hand. Some 
one said, ^Take the needle in this hand." I did 
so^ and, jdadng the thimble on a finger of the 
other hand, I hegan to sew without its aid, to the 
amusement of my teacher. This trifle appears to 
me an eariy indication of a want of perception as 
to the use of tools which has accompanied me 
through life. I remember also that, being told 
that I must ask pardon for some childish fault, I 
said to my mother, with perfect contentment, 
''Oh yes, I pardon you," and was surprised to 
hear that in this way I had not made the amendg 
konarabU. 

I encountered great difficulty in acquiring the 
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th sound, when my mother tried to teach me to 
call her by that name. ''Muzzer, muzzer/' was 
all that I could manage to say. But the dear 
parent presently said, ''If you cannot do better 
than that, you will have to go back and call me 
mamma.'' The shame of going back moved me 
to one last eflFort, and, summoning my utmost 
strength of tongue, I succeeded in saying ''mo- 
ther/' an achievement from which I was never 
obliged to recede. 

A journey up the Hudson River was under- 
taken, when I was very young, for the bettering 
of my mother's health. An older sister of hers 
went with us, as well as a favorite waiting-woman, 
and a young physician whose care had saved my 
father's life a year or more before my own birth. 
After reaching Albany, we traveled in my father's 
carriage ; the grown persons occupying the seats, 
and I sitting in my little chair at their feet A 
book of short tales and poems was often resorted 
to for my amusement, and I still remember how 
the young doctor read to me, " Pity the sorrows 
of a poor old man," and how my tears came, and 
could not be hidden. 

The sight of Niagara caused me much surprise. 
Playing on the piazza of the hotel, one day, with 
only the doctor for my companion, I ventured to 
ask him, " Who made that great hole where the 
water comes down?" He replied, "The great 
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Makerof aH" ''Who is that?" I innocently in- 
quired; and he said, ''Do you not know? Oar 
Father who ait in heaven.'' I fdt that I ought to 
have known, and went away somewhat abashed. 

Another day my mother told me that we were 
going to visit Red Jacket, a great Indian chief, 
and that I must be very polite to him. She gave 
me a twist of tobacco tied with a blue ribbon, 
whidi I was to present to him, and bade me ob- 
serve the silver medal which I should see hung 
on his neck, and which, she said, had been given 
to him by General Washington. We drove to the 
Indian encampment, of which I dimly remember 
the extent and the wigwams. A tall figure ad- 
vanced to the carriage. As its door was opened, 
I sprang forward, clasped my arms around the 
neck of the noble savage, and was astonished at 
his cod reception of such a greeting. I was sm> 
prised and grieved afterwards to learn that I had 
not done eaoctly the right thing. The Indians, 
in those days and long after, occupied numerous 
settlements in the western part of the State of 
New York, where one often saw the boys with 
their bows and arrows, and the squaws carrying 
their papooses on their backs. 

The journey here mentioned must have taken 
place when I was little more than four years old. 
Another year and a half brought me the burden 
ef a great sorrow. I recall months of sweet coo^ 
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panionship with the first and dearest of jEriends, 
my mother. The last summer of her life was 
passed at a fine comitry-seat in Bloomingdale, 
which was then a picturesque country place, about 
six miles from New York, but is now incorporated 
in the dty. 

My father was fond of fine horses, and the pets 
of the stable played no unimportant part in our 
childish affection* The family coach was an early 
institution with us, and in the days of which I 
now speak, its exterior was of a delicate yellow, 
known as straw-color, while the lining and cush- 
ions were of bright blue cloth. This combination 
of color was eflFected to please my dear mother, 
who was accoimted in her time a woman of excel- 
lent taste. 

I remember this summer as a particularly happy 
period. My younger brother and I had our lessons 
in a lovely green bower. Our French teacher 
came out at intervals in the Bloomingdale stage. 
My mother often took me with her for a walk in 
the beautiful garden, from which she plucked 
flowers that she arranged with great taste. There 
was much mysterious embroidering of smaU caps 
and gowns, the purpose of which I little guessed. 
The autumn came, and with it our return to town. 
And then, one bitter morning, I awoke to hear 
the words, "Julia, your mother is dead." Be- 
fore this my father had announced to us that a 
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fitUe nster had arrived. ''And she can open and 
shut her eyes,** he said, smiling: 

His grie£ at the loss of my mother was so in- 
tense as to lay him prostrate with illness. He 
told me^ years after this tim^ that he had wd- 
oomed the i^ysical agcmy which perforce diverted 
his thoughts from the canse of his mental suflEer- 
ing. The little sister of whose coming he had told 
VLB so joyfully was for a long time kept from his 
sig^t The rest of us were gathered around him, 
but this feeble little creature was not asked for. 
At last my dear dd grandfather came to visit us, 
and learned the state of my feither's feelings. 
The old gentleman went into the nursery, took 
the tiny infimt from its nurse^ and laid it in my 
father's arms. The little one thenceforth became 
the object of his most tender affection. 

He regarded all his children with great solid- 
tode^ feeling, as he afterward said to one of us, 
that he must now be mother as wdl as Either. 
My mother's last request had been that her un- 
married sister, the same one who had accompanied 
us on the journey to Niagara, should be sent for 
to have charge of us, and this arrangement was 
q[>eedily effected. 

This aunt of ours had long been a caretaker in 
her mother's household, where she had had much 
to do with bringing up her younger sisters and 
bfothera. My modier had been accustomed to 
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borrow her from time to tim^ and my amit had 
threatened to hang out a sign over the door with 
the inscription, '' Cheering done here by the job, 
by £. Cutler." She was a person of rare honesty, 
entirely conscientious in character, possessed of 
few accomplishments, but endowed with the keen« 
est sense of humor. She watched over our early 
years with incessant care. We little ones were 
kept much in our warm nursery. We were taken 
out for a drive in fine weather, but rarely went 
out on foot As a consequence of this overcher« 
ishing, we were constantly liable to sufiFer from 
colds and sore throats. The young physician of 
whom I have already spoken became an inmate of 
our house soon after my mother's death. He was 
afterward well known in New York society as an 
excellent practitioner, and as a man of a certain 
genius. Those were the days of mighty doses, 
and the slightest indisposition ¥^ sure to call 
down upon us the administration of the drugs then 
in favor with the faculty, but now rarely used. 

My father's affliction was such that a change of 
scene became necessary for him. The beautiful 
house at the Bowling Green was sold, with tbe 
new furniture which had been ordered expressly 
for my mother's pleasure, and which we never 
saw uncovered. We removed to Bond Street, 
which was then at the upper extremity of New 
York city. My father's friends said to him, " Mc 
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Ward, you are going out of town." And so in- 
deed it seemed at that time. We occupied one of 
three white freestone houses, and saw from our 
windows the gradual building up of the street, 
which is now in the central part of New York. 
Mjr feither had purchased a laige lot of land at the 
comer of our street and Broadway. On a part of 
this he subsequently erected a house which was 
considered one of the finest in the dty. 

My father was disposed to be extremely careful 
in the choice of our associates, and intended, no 
doubt, that we should receive our education at 
home. At a later day his plans were changed 
some wh at, and after some experience of govern- 
esses and masters I was at last sent to a school in 
the near neighborhood of our house. I was nine 
years <Ad at this time^ somewhat {Nrecodous for 
my age^ and endowed with a good memory. This 
fact may have led to my being at once placed in a 
dass of giris much older than myself, especially 
occupied with the study of Pale/s '' Moral PhQo- 
sophy.'* I managed to commit many pages of this 
ho6k to memory, in a rather listless and perfunc- 
tory manner. I was much more interested in the 
study of chemistry, although it was not illustrated 
by any experiments. The system of education 
f dlowed at that time consisted largely in memoriz- 
ing from the text-books then in use. Removing 
to another school, I had excellent instruction in 
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pcntnansh^)^ and cnjojwl ft ootmc of lectures on 
history, aided by the best set of charts that I have 
ever seen, the woric of Professor Bostwick. In 
geometry I made quite a brilliant bq^inning, but 
soon fell o£F from my first eflForts. The study of 
languages was very congenial to me ; I had been 
accostcnned to speak French from my earliest 
yearSb To this I was enabled to add some know- 
ledge of Latin, and afterward of Italian and Ger- 
man. 

The routine of my school life was varied now 
and then by a concert and by Handel's oratorios, 
which were given at long intervals by an associa- 
tion whose title I cannot now recall I eagerly 
anticipated, and yet dreaded, these occasions, for 
my enjoyment of them was succeeded by a reac- 
tion of intense melancholy. 

The musical *' stars '* of those days are probably 
quite out of memory in these later times, but I re- 
member some of them with pleasure. It is worth 
noticing that, while the earliest eflForts in music in 
Boston produced the Handel and Haydn Society, 
and led to the occasional performance of a sym- 
phony of Beethoven or of Mozart, the taste of 
New York inclined more to operatic music. The 
brief visit of Garcia and his troupe had brought 
the best works of Rossini before the public. 
These performances were followed, at long inter* 
vals, by seasons of English opera, in which Mr& 
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Anstm was the favorite prima donna. This bdy 
sang also m oratorio, and I recall her rendering of 
the soprano solos in Handel's ** Messiah " as scxne- 
what mannered, but on the liriiole quite impres- 

StVCi 

A higher grade of talent came to ns in the per* 
son of Mrs. Wood, famous before her marriage as 
Miss Faton. I heard great things of her perform- 
ance in " La Sonnambula," which I was not allowed 
to see. I did hear her, however, at concerts and 
in oratorios, and I particulariy remember her ren- 
dering of the famous soprano song, ** To mighty 
kings he gave his acts." Her voice was beautiful 
in quality and of considerable extent It pos- 
sessed a liquid and fluent flexibility, quite unlike 
the curious staccato and tremolo effects so much 
in favor to-day. 

My father's views of religious duty became 
much more stringent after my mother's death. I 
had been twice taken to the opera during the Gar- 
da performances, when I was scarcely more than 
seven years of age, and had seen and heard the 
Diva Bfalibian, then known as Signorina Garda, 
in the rMes of Cenerentola (Cinderella) and Rosina 
in the '' Barbiere di Seviglia." Soon after this time 
the doors were shut, and I knew of theatrical mat* 
ters only by hearsay. The religious people of 
that period had set their faces against the drama 
in every form. I remember the destruction by 
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fire of the first Bowery Theatre, and how this was 
spoken of as a ''judgment'' upon the wickedness 
of the stage and of its patrons. A well-known 
theatre in Richmond, Va., took fire while a per- 
formance was going on» and the result was a 
deplorable loss of life. The pulpits of the time 
** improved " this event by sermons which reflected 
severely upon the frequenters of such places of 
amusement, and the ''judgment ** was long spoken 
of with holy horror. 

My musical education, in spite of the limitations 
of opportunity just mentioned, was the best that the 
time could afford. I had my first lessons from a 
a very irritable French artist, of whom I stood in 
such fear that I could remember nothing that he 
taught me. A second teacher, Mr. Boocock, had 
more patience, and soon brought me forward in 
my studies. He had been a pupil of Cramer, and 
his taste had been formed by hearing the best 
music in London, which then, as now, commanded 
all the great musical talent of Europe. He gave 
me lessons for many years, and I learned from 
him to appreciate the works of the great compos- 
ers, Beethoven, Handel, and Mozart When I 
grew old enough for the training of my voices Mr. 
Boocock recommetided to my father Signor Car- 
dini, an aged Italian, who had been an intimate of 
the Garcia family, and was well acquainted with 
Garcia's admirable method. Under his care my 
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voice improved in character and in compass, and 
the daily exercises in holding long notes gave 
strength to my lungs. I think that I have f dt all 
my life through the benefit of those early lessons. 
Signer Cardini remembered Italy before the inva* 
sion of N^wleon L, and sometimes entertained 
me with stories of the escapades of his student 
life. He had resided long in London, and had 
known the Duke of Wellington. He related to 
me that once, when he was visiting the great sol- 
dier at his country-seat near the sea, the duke in- 
vited him to look through his tdescope, saying, 
''Signer Cardini, venez voir comme on travaille 
les Fran^ais." This must have had reference to 
scxne manoeuvre of the English fleet, I suppose. 
Mr. Boocock thought that it would be desirable 
for me to take pait in concerted pieces, with other 
instruments. This exercise brought me great de- 
light in the performance of certain trios and quar- 
tettes. The reaction from this pleasiue^ however, 
was very painful, and induced at times a visitation 
of morbid mdancholy which threatened to affect 
my health. 

While I greatly disapprove of the scope and 
suggestions presented by Count Tolstoi in his 
''Kreutzer Sonata," I yet think that, in the train- 
ing of young persons, some r^^ard should be had 
to the sensitiveness of youthful nerves, and to the 
overpowering response which they often make to 
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the appeals of musia The dry practice of a single 
instrument and the simple drill of choral exercises 
will not be apt to overstimulate the currents of 
nerve force. On the other hand, the power and 
sweep of great orchestral performances, or even 
the suggestive charm of some beautiful voic^ will 
sometimes so disturb the mental equilibrium of 
the hearer as to induce in him a listless melan- 
choly, or, worse still, an unreasoning and unrea- 
sonable discontent 

The early years of my youth were passed in the 
seclusion not only of home life, but of a home 
most carefully and jealously guarded from all that 
might be represented in the orthodox trinity of 
evfl, the world, the flesh, and the devil My fa- 
ther had become deeply imbued with the religious 
ideas of the time. He dreaded for his children 
the dissipations of fashionable society, and even 
the risks of general intercourse with the unsancti- 
fied many. He early embraced the cause of tem- 
perance and became president of the first temper- 
ance society formed in this country. As a result, 
wine was excluded from his table. This privation 
gave me no trouble^ but my brothers felt it, espe- 
cially the eldest, who had passed some years in 
Europe, where the use of wine was, as it still is, 
universal I was walking with my father one 
evening when we met my two younger brothers, 
each with a cigar in his mouth. My father was 
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mndi troubled, and said, ''Boys, yon must give 
this up, and I will give it up^ toa From this time 
I forbid you to smoke^ and I will join you in rdin- 
oiiishing the habiL** I ^"^ afraid that tMa sacri- 
fice oa my father^s part did not have the desired 
effect, but am quite certain that he never wit- 
nessed the mfringement of his command. 

At the time of which I speak, my fother^s 
family all lived in our immediate neighborhood. 
He had considerably distanced his brothers in for* 
tnn^ and had built for himself the beautiful house 
of which I have already spdcen. In the same 
street with us lived my music-loving uncle^ Henry, 
somewhat given to good cheer, and of a genial 
diqK)8ition. In a house nearer to us resided my 
grandfather, Samuel Ward, with an unmarried 
daughter and three bachelor sons, John, Richard, 
and William. The outings of my young girlhood 
were confined to this family circle. I went to 
school, indeed, but never to dancing-school, a so- 
ber little dandng-master giving us lessons at 
home, I used to hear, with some envy, of Mon- 
sieur Chamaud's classes and of his ''publics,*' 
where my schoolfeQows disported themselves in 
their best dothes. My grandfather was a stately 
old gentleman, a good deal more than six feet in 
height, very mfld in manner, and fond of a game 
of whist With us children he used to play a very 
simide game called "Tom, come tickle me.* 
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Cards were not allowed in my fother^s house, and 
my brothers used to resort to the grand-paternal 
mansion when they desired this diversion. 

The eldest of my father's unmarried brothers 
was my uncle John, a man more tolerant than my 
father, and full of kindly forethought for his nieces 
and nephews. In his youth he had sustained an 
injury which deprived him of speech for more than 
a year. His friends feared that he would never 
speak again, but his mother, trying one day to 
render him some small assistance, did not succeed 
to her mind, and said, '' I am a poor, awkward old 
woman." ** No, you are not I " he exclaimed, and 
at once recovered his power of speech. He was 
anxious that his nieces should be well instructed 
in practical matters, and perhaps he grudged a 
little the extra time which we were accustomed to 
devote to books and music* He was fond of send- 
ing materials for dresses to me and my sisters, 
but insisted that we should make them up for our- 
selves. This we managed to do, with a good deal 
of help from the fomily seamstress. When I had 
published my first literary venture, unde John 
showed me in a newspaper a favorable notice 
of my work, saying, ''This is my little girl who 
knows about books, and writes an article and has 
it printed, but I wish that she knew more about 
housdceeping," — a sentiment which in after years 
I had occasion to echo with fervor. 



CHAPTER n 

UTERARY NEW YORK 

Although the New York of my youth had 
fittle claim to be recognized as a literary centre, 
it yet was a dty whose tastes and manners were 
much influenced by people of culture. One of 
these, Robert Sands, was the author of a poem 
entitled * Yamoyden," its theme being an Indian 
story or Iq^end. His family dated back to the 
Sands who once owned a considerable part of 
Block Island, and from whom Sands Point takes 
its name. If I do not mistake, these Sands were 
connected by marriage with one of my ancestors, 
who were also settlers in Block Island. I re- 
member having seen the poet Sands in my child- 
hood, a rather awkward, near-sighted man. His 
life was not a long one, A sister of his, Julia 
Sands, wrote a biographical sketch of her brother, 
and was spoken of as a literary woman. 

William Cullen Bryant resided in New York 
many years. He took a prominent part in politics, 
but mingled little in general society, being much 
absorbed in his duties as editor of the ** 
Post." 
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I first heard of Fits-Greene HaUeck as tbe 
author of various satirical pieces of verse relating 
to personages and events of nearly eighty years 
aga He is now best remembered by his ^Marco 
BozzariSy'* a noble lyric which we have heard 
quoted in view of recent lamentable encounters 
between Greek and Barbarian. 

Among the lecturers who visited New York, I 
remember Professor Silliman of Yale Coll^^ Dr. 
FolleUf who spoke of German literature, George 
Combe, and Mr. Charles LydL 

Charles King, for many years editor of a dafly 
paper entitled ''The New York American,'' was a 
man of much literary taste. He had been a pupil 
at Harrow when Byron was there. He was an 
appreciative friend of my father, although as con- 
vivial in his tastes as my father was the reverse. 
I remember that onc^ when a temperance meet- 
ing was going on in one of our large parlors, Bfr. 
King called and, finding my father thus engaged, 
b^;an to frolic with us young people. He even 
dared to say : ** How I should like to open those 
folding doors just wide enough to fire oS a bottle 
of champagne at those temperance folks 1 " 

He was the patron of my early literary ven- 
tiues, and kindly allowed my fugitive pieces to 
appear in his paper. He always advocated the 
abolition of slavery, and could never forgive Hexury 
Clay hit part in efiFecting the Missouri Compro- 
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raise. He and his brother James, my father^s 
jimior partneTy were sons of Rufus King, a man 
eminent in public life, I was a child of periiaps 
eig^t years when I heard my elders say with re* 
gret that ^old Bfr. King was dying." 

Quite late in his lif ^ Bfr. Charles King became 
President of Columbia CoUq^ This institution^ 
with the houses of its oflScers, occupied the greater 
part of Faric Place. Its professors were well 
known in society. The collq;e was very con- 
servative in its management The professor of 
mathematics was asked one day by one of his 
dass whether the sun did not really stand still in 
answer to the prayer of Joshua. He laughed at 
the question, and was in consequence reprimanded 
by the faculty. 

Prof essor Anthon, of the coll^^ became known 
through his school and collq;e editions of many 
Latin rfassirs Professor Moore, in the depart- 
ment of HeDenicSy was popular among the under- 
graduates, partly, it was said, on account of h» 
very indulgent method of conducting examinations. 
Professor McVickar, in the chair of Philosophy, 
was one of the early admirers of Rusldn. The 
famili^ of these gentlemen mingled a good deal in 
the society of the tim^ and contributed no doubt 
to impart to it a tone of polite culture I should 
sa^ that before the forties the sons of the best 
famili#>i> of New York dty were uwally sent to 
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Columbia College. My own brothers, three in 
number, were among its graduates. New Yorlc 
parents in those days looked upon Harvard as a 
Unitarian institution, and shunned its influence 
for their sons. 

The venerable Lorenzo Da Ponte was for many 
years a resident of New York, and a teacher of 
the Italian language and literature. When Dom- 
inick Lynch introduced the first opera troupe to 
the New York public, sometime in the twenties, 
the audience must surely have comprised some of 
the old man's pupils, well versed in the language 
of the librettos. In earlier life^ he had furnished 
the text of several of Mozart's operas, among 
them ** Don Giovanni " and " Le Nozze di Figaro.'* 

Dominick Lynch, whom I have just mentioned, 
was an enthusiastic lover of music His visits 
to my father's house were occasions of delight to 
me. He was without a rival as an interpreter of 
ballads, and especially of the songs of Thomas 
Moore. His voice, though not powerful, was clear 
and musical, and his touch on the pianoforte was 
perfect I remember creeping under the instru- 
ment to hide my tears when I heard him sing the 
ballad of " Lord Ullin's Daughter." 

Charles Augustus Davis, the author of the 
''Letters of J. Downing, Major, Downingville 
Militia, Second Brigade, to his old Friend Mr. 
Dwight, of the New York Daily Advertiser," was 
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a gentkman well known in the New York society 
of my youth. The letters in question contained 
imaginary reports of a tour which the writer pro- 
fessed to have made with General Jackson, when 
the latter was a candidate for reelection to the 
Presklency. They were very popular at the time, 
but have long passed into oblivion. I remember 
that in one of them, BCajor Downing describes an 
occasion on which it was important that the gen- 
eral should interlard his address with a few Latin 
quotations. Not possessing any learning of that 
kind, he concluded his speech with : '* E pluribus 
unum, gentlemen, sine qua non." 

The great literary boast of the dty at the time 
of which I speak was undoubtedly Washington 
Irving. I was still a child in the nursery when I 
heard of his return to America, after a residence 
of some years in Spain. A public dinner was 
given in honor of this event One who had been 
present at it told of Mr. Irving's embarrassment 
when he was called upon for a speech. He rose^ 
waved his hand in the air, and could only utter a 
few sentences, which were heard with difficulty. 

Many years after this time I was present, with 
other ladies, at a public dinner given in honor of 
Charles Dickens by prominent citizens of New 
York. We ladies were not bidden to the feast, 
but were allowed to occupy a small anteroom 
whose open door commanded a view of the tables. 
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When the speakmg was about to begm, a message 
came^ suggesting that we should take possession 
of some vacant seats at the great table. This we 
were glad to do. Washington Irving was presi- 
dent of the evening, and upon him devolved the 
duty of inaugurating proceedings by an address of 
welcome to the distinguished guest People lidio 
sat near me whispered, *^ He '11 break down — he 
always does." Mr. Irving rose, and uttered a 
sentence or twa His friends interrupted him by 
applause which was intended to encourage him, 
but which entirely overthrew his self-possession. 
He hesitated, stammered, and sat down, saying, 
** I cannot go on." It was an embarrassing and 
painful moment, but Mr. John Duer, an eminent 
lawyer, came to his friend's assistance, and with 
suitable remarks proposed the health of Charles 
Dickens, to which Mr. Dickens promptly re* 
sponded. This he did in his happiest manner, 
covering Mr. Irving's defeat by a glowing eulogy 
of his literary merits. 

** Whose books do I take to bed with me^ night 
after night ? Washington Irving's I as one who is 
present can testify." This one was evidently Mrs. 
Dickens, who was seated beside me. Mr. Dickens 
proceeded to speak of international copyright, 
saying that the prime object of his visit to Amer- 
ica was the promotion of this important measure. 
I met Washington Irving several times at the 
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hcfoae of John Jacob Astor. He was sOent in 
general company, and usually f eQ adeep at the 
dinner-taUe. This occurrence was indeed so com- 
mon with him that the guests present only noticed 
it with a smile. After a nap of some ten minutes 
he would open his ejres and take part in the con- 
irersation, apparently unconscious of having been 
asleqpi 

In his youth, Mr. Irving had traveled quite 
eitensivdy in Eun^>e. While in Rom^ he had 
l ee dv e d marked attention from the banker Tor- 
kmia, who repeatedly invited him to dinner parties, 
the opera, and so on. He was at a loss to account 
for this until his last visit to the banker, when 
Torlonia, taking him aside^ said, ** Ftay tell me, is 
it not true that you are a grandson of the great 
Washington?'* 

Mr. Irving had in early life given o£Fense to the 
descendants of dd Dutch feunilies in New York 
by the publication of ** Knickerbocker's History of 
New York," in which he had presented some of 
their forbears in a humorous light The solid 
fame idiich he acquired in later days eSzccd the 
remembrance of this old-time grievance, and in 
the days in which I had the pleasure of his ac- 
quaintance, he held an enviable position in the 
esteem and affection of the conmiunity. 

He always remained a bachelor, owing, it was 
oaid, to an attachment, the object of which had 
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been removed by death. I have even heard that 
the lady in question was a beautiful Jewess, the 
same one whom Walter Scott has depicted in his 
well-known Rebecca. This legend of the beautiful 
Jewess was current in my youth. A later authority 
informs us that Mr. Irving was really engaged to 
Matilda, daughter of Josiah Ogden Ho£Fman, a 
noted lawyer of New York, and that the death of 
the lady prevented the intended marriage from 
taking place. ** He could never, to his dying day, 
endure to hear her name mentioned,*' it is sajd, 
''and, nearly thirty years after her death, the 
accidental discovery of a piece of her embroidery 
saddened him so that he could not speak.'* 



CHAPTER in 

NEW YORK SOCIETY 



It has been explained that the continaed pro* 
tperity of France under very varying forms of 
government is due to the fact that the municqal 
administration of the country is not a£fected by 
these changes, but continues much the same under 
king, emperor, and republican president 

I find something analogous to this in the per- 
severance of certain underlying tendencies in so- 
dety desinte the continual variations which diver- 
sify the surface of the domain of Fashion. 

The earliest social function which I remember 
is a baD given by my father and mother when I 
must have been about four years of age Quite 
late in the evening, I was taken out of bed and 
arrayed in an embroidered cambric sl^ Some 
one tried to fasten a pink rosebud on the waist of 
mydresSybut did not succeed to her mind I was 
brought into our drawing-rooms, which bad under* 
gone a surprising transformation. The floors 
were bare^ and from the ceilmg of either room 
was suspended a drde of wax lights and artificial 
flowers^ The orchestra included a double bass 
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I surveyed the company of the dancers, but soon 
curled myself up on a sofa, where one of the 
dowagers fed me with icecream. This entertain- 
ment took place at our house on Bowling Green, 
a neighborhood which has long been given up tQ 
business. 

As a child, I remember silver forks as in use at 
my father's dinner parties. On ordinary occa- 
sions, we used the three-pronged steel fork which 
is now rarely seen. My father sometimes admon- 
ished my maternal grandmother not to put her 
knife into her mouth. In her youth evezy one 
used the knife in this way. 

Meats were carefully roasted in what was called 
a tin kitchen, before an open fire. Desserts on 
state occasions consisted of pastry, wine jelly, 
blanc-mange^ with pyramids of ice-cream. This 
last was always supplied by a French resident, 
Jean Contoit by name, whose very modest garden 
long continued to be the principal place from which 
such a dainty could be obtained. It may have 
been M. Contoit who, speaking to a compatriot of 
his first days in America, said, ** Imagine I vAien I 
first came to this country, people cooked vegetables 
with water only, and the calfs head was thrown 
away I " 

Of the dress of that period I remember that 
ladies wore white cambric gowns, finely embroi- 
dered, in winter as well as in summer, and walked 
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abroad in thin morocco slippers. Pelisses were 
worn in cold weather, often of some bright color, 
rose pink or blue. I have found in a family letter 
of that time the following description of a bride's 
toilet : ** Miss R was married in a frock of white 
merino, with a full suit of sted : comb, earrings, 
and so on.'' I once heard Mrs. William Astor, n/e 
Armstrong, tell of a pak of brides, twin sisters, 
who appeared at church dressed in pelisses of 
white merino, trimmed with chinchilla, with caps 
of the same fur. They were much admired at 
the time. 

Among the festivities of old New York, the 
observance of New Year's Day held an important 
place. In every house of any pretension, the 
ladies of the family sat in their drawing-rooms^ 
arrayed in their best dresses, and the gentlemen 
of their acquaintance made short visits, during 
which wine and rich cakes were offered them. It 
was allowable to call as early as ten o'clock in the 
morning. The visitor sometimes did little more 
than appear and disappear, hastily muttering some- 
thing about ''the compliments of the season." 
The gentlemen prided themselves upon the nmn- 
ber of visits paid, the ladies upon the number 
received. Girls at school vexed each other with 
emulative boasting : ''We had fifty calls on New 
Year's Day." "Oh! but we had surty-five." 
This perfunctory performance grew very tedious 
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by the time the calling hours were ended, but 
apart from this, the day was one on which feuni- 
lies were greeted by distant relatives rarely seen* 
while old friends met and revived their pleasant 
memories. 

In our houses the rooms were all thrown open. 
Bright fires burned in the grates. My father, 
after his adoption of temperance principles, for- 
bade the offering of wine to visitors, and ordered 
it to be replaced by hot coffee. We were rather 
chagrined at this prohibition, but his will was 
law. 

I recall a New Year's Day early in the thirties, 
on which a ydlow chariot stopped before our door. 
A stout, elderly gentleman descended from it, and 
€ame in to pay his compliments to my father. 
This gentleman was John Jacob Astor, who was 
already known to be possessed of great wealth. 

The pleasant custom just described was said to 
have originated with the Dutch settlers of the 
olden time. As the city grew in size, it became 
difficult and well-nigh impossible for gentlemen to 
make the necessary number of visits. Finally, a 
number of young men of the city took it upon 
themselves to call in squads at houses which they 
had no right to molest, consuming the refresh- 
ments provided for other guests, and making 
themselves disagreeable in various ways. This 
offense against good manners led to the discon* 
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tinaance^ by common consent, of the New Year's 
receptions. 

A younger sister of my mother, named Louisa 
Cord^ Cutler, was one of the historic beauties of 
her time. She was a frequent and beloved guest 
at my father's hous^ but her marriage took place 
at my grandmother's residence in Jamaica Plain. 
The bridq;room was the only son of Judge Mc- 
Allister, of Savannah, Georgia. One of my aunt's 
bridesmaids. Miss Elizabeth Danf orth, a lady much 
esteemed in the older Boston, once gave me the 
following account of the marriage : — 

^ Yes, this is my beautiful bride. [My aunt was 
now about sixty years old.] Well do I recall the 
evening of her marriage. I was to be her brides- 
maid, you know, and when the time came, I was 
all dressed and ready. But the Dorchester coach 
was wanted for old Madam Blake's funeral, and 
as there was no other conveyance to be had, I was 
obliged to wait for it The time seemed endless 
while I was walking up and down the hall in my 
bridesmaid's dress, my mother from time to time 
exhorting me to have patience, without much 



^ At last the coach came, and in it I was driven 
to your grandmother's house in Jamaica Plain. 
As I entered the door I met the bridal party com- 
ing downstairs. Yotu: mother said to me, ' Oh I 
Elizabeth, we thought you were not coming.* 
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After this all passed oS pleasantly. Your grand- 
mother was dressed in a lilac silk gown of rather 
antiquated fashion, adorned with frills and furbe- 
lows which had passed out of date. Your mother, 
who had come on from New York for the cere- 
mony, said to her later in the evening, * Dear 
mamma, you must make a present of that gown 
to some theatrical friend It is only fit for the 
boards.'" 

The officiating clergyman of the occasion was 
the Reverend Benjamin Clarke Cutler, brother of 
the bride. It was his first service of the kind, and 
the company were somewhat amused when, in 
absence or confusion of mind, he pronounced the 
nuptial blessing upon M and N, the letters which 
stand in the church ritual for the names of the 
parties contracting. Accordingly, at the wedding 
supper, the first toast was drunk <'to the health 
and happiness of M and N," and responded ta 
with much merriment 

I have further been told that the bride's dder 
sister, afterwards known as Mrs. Francis, danced 
'* in stocking^eet " with my father's elder brother, 
this having been the ancient nile when the 
younger children were married before the older 
ones. 

In spite of the costume which met with her 
daughter's disapproval, my maternal grandmother 
was not indifferent to dress. She used to lament 
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the ugliness of modem fashions, and to ertol 
those ci her youth, in which she was one of the 
^l^ganUs of Southern society. She remembered 
with pleasure that General Washington once 
crossed a ball-noom to speak with hen This was 
probaUy when she was the wife or widow of 
Cdond Heme, to whom she was married at the 
age of fourteen (when her dolls, she told me^ were 
taken away from her), and whose death occurred 
before she had attained l^;al majority. She had 
received a good musical education for those times, 
and Colonel Perkins of Boston once told me that 
he remembered her as a fascinating young widow 
with a lovely voice. It must have been during 
her visit to Boston that she met my grandfathet 
Cutler, who straightway fell in love with and mar« 
ried hen When past her sixtieth year she would 
sometimes sing an old-time duet with my fathen 
She had a great love of good literature. Here i& 
what she told me about the fashions of her youth : 
''We wore otu: hair short, and cr^edail over in 
short curls, which were kept in place by a span« 
gled ribbon, bound around the head Powder 
was universally worn. The Markhale powder was 
most becoming to the complexion, having a slight 
ydlowish tinge. We wore trains, but had a set 
of cords by ^diich we pulled them up in festoons, 
idien we went to dance. Brocades were much 
worn. I wanted one^ but could not find one at 
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the timei so I embroidered a pretty yellow sSk 
dress of mine» and made a brocade of it." 

She once mentioned having known, in days long 
distant, of a company of ladies who had banded 
themselves together for some new departure of a 
patriotic intent, and who had waited upon General 
Washington in a body. I have since ascertained 
that they called themselves ''Daughters of Lib- 
erty." A kindred association had been formed 
of " Sons of Liberty." Perhaps these ladies were 
of the mind of Mrs. John Adams, who, when con- 
gratulating her husband upon the liberties assured 
to American men by the then new Constitution 
of the United States, thought it " a pity that the 
l^;islators had not also done something for the 
ladies." 

Among the familiar figures of my early life is 
that of Dr. John Wakefield Francis. I wish it 
were in my power to give any adequate descrip- 
tion of this remarkable man, who was certainly 
one of the worthies of his time. As already said, 
he was my uncle by marriage, and for many years 
a resident in my father's house. He was of Ger- 
man origin, florid in complexion and mercurial in 
temperament His fine head was crowned with 
an abundance of silken curly hair. He always 
wore gold-bowed glasses, being very near-sighted, 
was a bom hiunorist, and delighted in jest and 
hyperbole. He was an omnivorous reader, and 
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was so constituted that four hours of sleep nightly 
sufficed to keep him in health. This was fortu- 
nate for him, as he had an extensive practice, and 
was liable to be called out at all hours of the 
night A candle always stood on a table beside 
his pillow, and with it a pile of books and papers, 
which he habitually perused long before the com- 
ing of daylight It so happened, however, that 
he waked one morning at about four of the clockt 
and saw his wife, wrapped in shawls, sitting near 
the fire^ reading something by candlelight The 
following conversation ensued : — 

** Eliza, what book is that you are reading ? *' 

*• ' Uncle Tom's Cabin,' dear/' 

** Is it ? I don't need to know anything more 
about it — it must be the greatest book of the 



His humor was extravagant I once heard him 
exclaim, '' How brilliant is the light which streams 
through the fissure of a cracked brain ! " Again 
he spoke of '' a fellow who could n't go straight in 
a ropewalk." His anecdotes of things encountered 
in the exercise of his profession were most amus- 
ing. 

He found us seated in the drawing-room, one 
evening, to receive a visit from a very shy profes- 
sor of Brown University. The doctor, surveying 
the group, seized this poor man, lifted him from 
the floor, and carried him round the drde^ to 
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express his pleasure at seeing an old friend The 
countenance of the guest meanwhile showed an 
agony of embarrassment and terror. 

The doctor was very temperate in everything 
except tea, which he drank in the green variety, 
in strong and copious libations. Indeed, he had 
no need of wine or other alcoholic stimulants, his 
temperament being almost incandescent Over- 
flowing as he was with geniality, he yet acconuno- 
dated himself easily to the requirements of a sick 
room, and showed himself tender, vigilant, and 
most sympathetic. He attended many people who 
could not, and some who would not, pay for his 
visits. One of these last, having been brought 
by him through an attack of cholera, was so much 
impressed with the kindness and skill of the doc- 
tor that he at once and for the first time sent 
him a check in recognition of services that money 
could not repay. 

After many years of residence with us, my un^ 
de and aunt Francis removed, first to lodgings, 
and later to a house of their own. Here my 
aimt busied herself much with the needs of rich 
and poor. Ladies often came to her seeking good 
servants, her reconmiendation being considered 
an all-sufficient security. Women out of place 
came to her seeking employment, which she often 
found for them. These acts of kindness, often 
involving a considerable expenditure of time and 
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trouble, the dear lady performed with no thought 
of recompense other than the assurance that she 
had been helpful to those who needed her assist- 
ance in manifold ways. In her new abode Auntie 
lived with careful economy, dispensing her simple 
hospitality with a generous hand. She was famous 
among her friends for delicious cofiFee and for 
escellent tea, which she always made herself, on 
the table. 

She sometimes invited friends for an evening 
party, but made it a point to invite those who 
were not her favorites for a separate occasion, 
not wishing to dilute her enjoyment ol the chosen 
few, and, on the other hand, desiring not to hurt 
the feelings of any of her acquaintance by wholly 
leaving them out When Edgar Allan Foe first 
became known in New York, Dr. Francis invited 
him to the house. It was on one ol Auntie's good 
evenings, and her room was filled with company. 
The poet arrived just at a moment when the 
doctor was obliged to answer the call of a patient 
He accordingly opened the parlor door, and 
pushed Mr. Poe into the room, saying, ''Eliza, 
my dear, the Raven!" after which he immediately 
withdrew. Auntie had not heard of the poem, 
and was entirely at a loss to understand this in- 
troduction of the new-comer. 

It was always a pleasure to welcome distin- 
guished strangers to New YorL Mrs. Jameson's 
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visit to the United States, in the year 1835, E?^^ 
me the opportunity of making acquaintance with 
that very accomplished lady and author. I was 
then a girl of sixteen summers, but I had read the 
"Diary of an Ennuy^" which first brought Mrs. 
Jameson into literary prominence. I read after- 
wards with avidity the two later volumes in which 
she g^ves so good an account of modem art work 
in Eturope. In these she speaks with enthusiasm 
of certain frescoes in Munich which I was sorry, 
many years later, to be obliged to consider less 
beautiful than her description of them would have 
warranted one in believing. When I perused 
these works, having myself no practical know- 
ledge of art, their graphic style seemed to give 
me dear vision of the things described The 
beautiful Pinakothek and Glyptothek of Mimich 
became to me as if I actually saw them, and when 
it was my good fortune to visit them I seemed, 
especially in the case of the marbles, to meet with 
old friends. Mrs. Jameson's conndbseurship was 
not limited to pictorial and sculptural art Of 
music also she was passionately fond. In the 
book just spoken of she describes an evening 
passed with the composer Wieck in his German 
home. In this she speaks ot bis daughter Clara, 
and of her lover, young Schumann. Clara \A^eck, 
afterwards Madame Schumann, became well known 
in Europe as a pianist of eminence, and of Scbu- 
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mann as a composer it needs not now to speak. 
There were various l^^nds regarding Mrs. Jame- 
son's private history. It was said that her hus- 
band, marrying her against his will, parted from 
her at the church door, and thereafter left Eng- 
land for Canada, where he was residing at the 
time ot her visit I first met her at an evening 
party at the house of a friend. I was invited to 
make some music, and sang, among other things, 
a brilliant bravura air from '* Semiramide." When 
I would have left the piano, Mrs. Jameson came 
to me and said, '' Aitra cosa, my dear.'' My voice 
had been cultivated with care, and though not of 
great power was considered pleasing in quality, 
and was certainly very flexible. I met Mrs. Jame- 
son at several other entertainments devised in her 
honor. She was ol middle height, her hair red 
blond in color. Her face was not handsome, but 
sensitive and sympathetic in expression. The 
elegant dames of New York were somewhat scan- 
dalized at her want of taste in dress. I actually 
heard one of them say, " How like the devil she 
does look ! " 

After a winter passed in Canada, Mrs. Jameson 
again visited New York, on her way to England. 
She called upon me one day with a friend, and 
asked to see my father's pictures. Two of thes^ 
portraits of Charles First and his queen, were 
supposed to be by Vandyke. Mrs. Jameson 
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doubted this* She spoke of her intimacy with 
the celebrated Mrs. Somerville^ and said, ** I think 
of her as a dear little woman who is very fond of 
drawing/* When I went to retiun her visit, I 
fomid her engaged in earnest conversation with 
a son of Sir James Mackintosh. When he had 
taken leave, she said to me^ ** Mr. Mackintosh and 
I were almost at daggers drawing." So far as 
I could learn, their dispute related to democratic 
forms of government, and the society therefrom 
resulting, which he viewed with favor and she with 
bitter dislike. I inquired about her winter in 
Canada. She replied, *'As the Irishman said, I 
had everything that a pig could want'' A vol>- 
ume from her hand appeared soon after this tiine^ 
entitled *<^^^ter Studies and Summer Rambles 
in Canada.*' Her work on ^Sacred and L^enct 
ary Art" and her *^L^ends Of the Madonna** 
were published some years later. 



CHAPTER IV 
HOMB life: mt father 

I LEFT school at the age of sixteen, and b^an 
thereafter to study in good earnest Until that 
time a certain over-romantic and imaginative turn 
of mind had interfered much with the progress 
of my studies. I indulged in day-dreams which 
^>peared to me far higher in tone than the hum- 
drum of my school recitations. When these were 
at an end, I b^an to fed the necessity ol more 
strenuous application, and at once arranged for 
myself hours of study, relieved by the practice of 
vocal and instrumental music. 

At this juncture, a much esteemed friend of 
my father came to pass some months with us. 
This was Joseph Green Cogswell, founder and 
principal of Round Hill School, at which my 
three brothers had been among his pupils. The 
school, a famous one in its day, was now finally 
dosed. Our new guest was an accomplished lin- 
guist, and possessed an admirable power of im- 
parting knowledge. With his aid, I resumed the 
German studies which I had already begun, but 
in iriiich I had made but little progress. Under 
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his tuitioni I soon found myself able to read with 
ease the masterpieces of Goethe and Schiller. 

Rev. Leonard Woods, son of a well-known 
pastor of that name, was a familiar guest at my 
father's house. He took some interest in my 
studies, and at length proposed that I should 
become a contributor to the ''Theological Re- 
view/' of which he was editor at that time. I 
undertook to furnish a review of Lamartine's 
" Jocelyn," which had recently appeared. When 
I had done my best with this, Dr. Cogswell went 
over the pages with me very carefully, pointing 
out defects of style and arrangement The paper 
attracted a. good deal of attention, and some com- 
ments on it gave occasion to the admonition which 
my dear uncle thought fit to administer to me, as 
already mentioned. 

The house of my yoimg ladyhood (I use this 
term, as it was the one in use at the time of 
which I write) was situated at the comer of 
Bond Street and Broadway. When my father 
built it, the fashion of the city had not proceeded 
so far up town. The model of the house was a 
noble one. Three spadous rooms and a small 
study occupied the first floor. These were ftu:- 
nished with curtains of blue, yellow, and red silk. 
The red room was that in which we took otu: 
meals. The blue room was the one in which we 
received visits, and passed the evenings. The 
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yellow room was thrown open only on high occa- 
sions, but my desk and grand piano were placed 
in it, and I was allowed to occupy it at will This 
and the blue room were adorned by beautiful 
sculptured mantelpieces, the work of Thomas 
Crawford, afterwards known as a sculptor of great 
merit Many years after this time he became 
the husband of the sister next me in age, and the 
father of F. Marion Crawford, the now cdebrated 
novelist 

Our family was patriarchal in its dimensions, 
including my aunt and uncle Fiands, whose chil- 
dren were all bom in my father's house, and were 
very dear to him. My maternal grandmother also 
passed much time with us. My two younger 
brothers, Henry and Marion, were at home with 
us after a term of years at Round Hill SchooL 
My eldest brother, Samuel (afterwards the Sam. 
Ward of the Lobby), a most accomplished and 
agreeable young man, had recently rettuned from 
Europe, bringing with him a fine library. My 
father, having already added to his large house a 
spacious art gallery, now built a study, whose 
walls were entirdy occupied by my brother^s 
books. I had free access to these^ and did not 
neglect to profit by it 

From what I have just said, it may rightly be 
inferred that my father was a man of fine tastes^ 
indined to generous and even lavish expenditure; 
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He desired to give us the best educational oppor- 
tunities* the best and most expensive masters. 
He filled his art gallery with the finest pictures 
that money could command in the New York of 
that day. He gave largely to public underta]^- 
ings» was one of the founders of the New York 
University, and was one of the foremost promo- 
ters of church building in the then distant We$t 
He demurred only at expenses connected with 
dress and fashionable entertainment, for he al- 
ways disliked and distrusted the great world. 
My dear eldest brother held many arguments 
with him on this theme. He saw, as we did, Uiat 
our father was disposed to ignore the value of 
ordinary social intercourse. On one occa^n the 
dispute between them became quite animated. 

''Sir," said my brother, ''you do not keqp in 
view the importance of the social tie.'' 

" The social what ? " asked my father. 

" The social tie, sir." 

" I make small account of that,'' said the elder 
gentleman. 

"I will die in defense of it!" impetuously r^ 
joined the younger. My father was so much 
amused at this sally that he spoke of it to an 
intimate friend : " He will die in defense of the 
social tie^ indeed I " 

Our way of living was simple. The table was 
d>undant, but not with the richest food. For 
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many years, as I have said, no alcoholic stimulant 
appeared on it My fcither gave away by dozens 
the bottles of costly wine stored in his cellar, but 
neither tasted their contents nor allowed us to do 
sa He was for a great part of his life a martyr 
to riieumatic gout, and a witty friend of his once 
said : '' Ward, it must be the poor man's gout that 
you have, as you drink only water." 

We breakfasted at eight in winter, at half past 
seven in summer. My father read prayers before 
breakfast and before bedtime. If my brothers 
lingered over the morning meal, he would come 
in, hatted and booted for the day, and would say : 
''Young gentlemen, I am glad that you can a£Fonl 
to take life so easily. I am old and must work for 
my living," a speech which usually broke up our 
morning coterie. Dinner was served at four 
o'clock, a light lunch abbreviating the fast for 
those at home. At half past seven we sat down 
to tea, a meal of which toast, preserves, and cake 
formed the staple. In the evening we usually 
sat together with books and needlework, often 
with an interlude of music. An occasional lec- 
ture, concert, or evening party varied this routine. 
My brothers went much into fashionable society, 
but my own participation in its doings came only 
after my father's death, and after the two jrears' 
mourning which, according to the usage of those 
days, followed it 
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ian, with which I became familiar. Yet I seemed 
to myself like a young damsel of olden time^ shut 
up within an enchanted castle. And I must say 
that my dear father, with all his noble generosity 
and overweening a£Fectiont sometimes appeared 
to me as my jailer. 

My brother's return from Eiux)pe and subse- 
quent marriage opened the door a little for me. 
It was through his intervention that Mr. Long- 
fellow first visited us, to become a valued and 
lasting friend. Through him in turn we became 
acquainted with Professor Felton, Charles Stun- 
ner, and Dr. Howe. My brother was very fond 
of music, of which he had heard the best in Paris 
and in Germany. He often arranged musical 
parties at oiu* house, at which trios of Beethoven, 
Mozart, and Schubert were given. His wit, so- 
cial talent, and literary taste opened a new world 
to me, and enabled me to share some of the best 
results of his long residence in Europe. 

My father's jealous care of us was by no means 
the result of a disposition tending to social ex- 
clusiveness. It proceeded, on the contrary, from 
an over-anxiety as to the moral and religious 
influences to which his children might become 
subjected. His ideas of propriety were very 
strict He was, moreover, not only a strenuous 
Protestant, but also an ardent " Evangelical," or 
Low Churchman, holding the Calvinistic views 
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which then characterized that portion of the 
American Episcopal church. I remember that 
he once spoke to me of the anguish he had felt 
at the death of his own father, of the orthodoxy of 
whose religious opinions he had had no sufficient 
assurance. My grandfather, indeed, was sup- 
posed, in the family, to be of a rather skeptical 
and philosophizing turn of mind He fell a victim 
to the first visitation of the cholera in 1832. 

Despite a certain austerity of character, my 
father was much beloved and honored in the 
business world. He did much to give to the firm 
of Prime, Ward and King the high position which 
it attained and retained during his lifetime. He 
told me once that when he first entered the office^ 
he found it, like many others, a place where gos- 
sip circulated freely. He determined to put an 
end to this, and did sa Among the foreign cor* 
respondents of his firm were the Barings of Lon- 
don, and Hottinguer et Cie. of Paris. 

In the great financial troubles which followed 
Andrew Jackson's refusal to renew the charter of 
the Bank of the United States, several States 
became bankrupt, and repudiated the obligations 
incurred by their bonds, to the great indignation 
of business people in both hemispheres. The 
State of New York was at one time on the verge 
of pursuing this coiu-se, which my father strenu- 
ously opposed He called meeting after meetings 
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and was unwearied in his efforts to induce the 
financiers of the State to hold out When this 
appeared well-nigh impossible, he undertook that 
his firm should nq^tiate with English correspond- 
ents a loan to carry the State over the period of 
doubt and difficulty. This he was able to effect 
My eldest brother came home one day and said 
tome: — 

''As I walked up from Wall Street to^lay, I 
saw a dray loaded with kegs on which were in- 
scribed the letters,'?. W. & K.' Those kegs 
contained the gold just sent to the firm from 
England to help oiu- State through this crisis." 

My father once gave me some account of his 
early experiences in Wall Street He had been 
sent, almost a boy, to New York, to try his for- 
tune. His connection with Block Island families 
throtigh his grandmother, Catharine Ray Greene, 
had probably aided in securing for him a clerk's 
place in the banking house of Prime and Sands, 
afterwards Prime, Ward and King. He soon as- 
certained that the Spanish dollars brought to 
the port by foreign trading vessels could be sold 
in Wan Street at a profit He accordingly em- 
ployed his lebure hours in the purchase of these 
ccHns, which he carried to Wall Street and there 
add. This was the b^^inning of his fortune. 

A work published a score or more of years 
nnce^ entitled "The Merchant Princes of WaD 
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Street," concluded some account of my father 
by the statement that he died without fortune. 
This was far from true. His death came indeed 
at a very critical moment, when, having made 
extensive investments in real estate^ his skill was 
requisite to carry this extremely valuable pro- 
perty over a time of great financial disturbance. 
His brother, oiu- uncle, who became the guardian 
of oiu" interests, was familiar with the stock mar- 
ket, but little versed in real estate transactions. 
By untimely sales, much of my father's valuable 
estate was scattered ; yet it gave to each of his 
six children a fair inheritance for that time ; for 
the millionaire fever did not break out until long 
afterwards. 

The death of this dear and noble parent took 
place when I was a little more than twenty years 
of age. Six months later I attained the period of 
leg^ responsibility, but before this a new sense ci 
the import of life had begim to alter the current 
of my thoughts. With my father's death came to 
me a sense of my want of appreciation of his great 
kindness, and of my ingratitude for the many 
comforts and advantages which his afifection had 
secured to me. He had given me the most de- 
lightful home, the most careful training, the best 
masters and books. He had even, as I have said, 
built a picture gallery for my especial instruction 
and enjoyment All this I had taken, as a matter 
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of course, and as my natural right He had done 
his best to keep me out of frivolous society, and 
had been extremely strict about the visits of 
young men to the house. Once, when I expos- 
tulated with him upon these points, he told me 
that he had early recognized in me a temperament 
and imagination over-sensitive to impressions from 
without, and that his wish had been to guard me 
from exciting influences until I should appear to 
him fully able to guard and guide myself. It was 
hardly to be expected that a girl in her teens, or 
just out of them, should acquiesce in this restric- 
tive g^uardianship, tender and benevolent as was 
its intention. My little acts of rebellion were met 
with some severity, but I now recall my father's 
admonitions as 

** Soft rebukes with Uestingi ended." 

I cannot, even now, bear to dwell upon the 
desolate hush which fell upon our house when its 
stately head lay, silent and cold, in the midst of 
weeping friends and children. Six of us were 
made orphans, three sons and three daughters. 
We had had our little disagreements and dissen- 
sions, but the blow which now fell upon us drew 
us together with the bond of a common sorrow. 
My eldest brother had recently gone to reside in 
a house of his own. The second one, Henry by 
name, became at this time my great intimate. 
He was a high-strung youth, very chivalrous in 
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disposition, full of fun and humor, but with a 
deep vein of thought. He was already betrothed 
to one whom I held dear, and I looked forward to 
many years brightened by his happiness, but alas I 
an attack of typhoid fever took him from us in 
the bloom of his youth. I was with him day and 
night during his illness, and when he closed his 
eyes, I would gladly, oh, so gladly, have died with 
him ! The great anguish of this loss told heavily 
upon me, and I remember the time as one with- 
out light or comfort I sought these indeed. A 
great religious revival was going on in New York, 
and a zealous young friend persuaded me to at- 
tend some of the meetings held in a neighboring 
church* I had never taken very seriously the 
doctrines of the religious body in which I had 
been reared. They now came home to me with 
terrible force, and a season of depression and 
melancholy followed, during which I remained in 
a measure cut o£F from the wholesome influences 
which reconcile us to life, even when it must be 
embittered by a sense of irreparable loss. 

At the time of my father's death, my dear 
bachelor imcle John, already mentioned, left his 
own house and came to live with us. When our 
paternal mansion was sold, some years later, he re- 
moved with us to the house of my eldest brother, 
who was already a widower. After my marriage 
my uncle again occupied a house of his own, in 
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which for many years he made us all at home^ 
even with our later incumbrances of children and 
nurses. He was» in short, the best and kindest 
of undes. In business he was more adventurous 
than his rather ddiberate manner would have led 
one to suppose It was said that, in the course 
of his Ufe, he had made and lost several fortimes. 
In die end he left a very fair estate, which was 
divided among the several sets of his nieces and 
nephews. 

Long before this he had become one of the 
woithies of Wall Street, and was universally 
qx)ken of as << Uncle John." Shortly after his 
retirement from active business, the Board of 
Brokers of New York requested him to sit to A. 
H. Wender for a portrait, to be hung in their place 
of meeting. The portrait was executed with entire 
success. I ought to mention in this connection 
that the directors of the New York Bank of Com- 
merce^ of vdiich my father was the founder and 
first president, ordered a portrait of him from the 
wdUmown artist, Huntington. 



CHAPTER V 

MY STUDIES 

As a love of study has been a leading influence 
in my life^ I will here employ a little time, at 
the risk of some repetition, in tracing the way in 
which my thoughts had mostly tended up to the 
period when, after two years of deep depression, 
I suddenly turned to practical life with an eager 
desire to profit by its opportunities. 

From early days my dear mother noticed in me 
an introspective tendency, which led her to com- 
plain that when I went with her to friends' 
houses I appeared dreamy and little concerned 
with what was going on around me. My early edu- 
cation, received at home, interested me more than 
most of my school work. While one person de- 
voted time and attention to me, I repaid the effort 
to my best ability. In the classes of my school- 
days, the contact between teacher and pupil was 
less immediate. I shall always remember with 
pleasure Mrs. B.'s ** Conversations " on Chemis- 
try, which I studied with great pleasure, albeit 
that I never saw one of the experiments therein 

I remember that Pale/s ** 
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of Christianity" interested me more than his 
" Philosophy/' and that Blair's ** Rhetoric," with 
its many quotations from the poets, was a delight 
to me. As I have before said, I was not inapt at 
algebra and geometry, but was too indolent to 
acquire any mastery in mathematics. The French 
language was somehow 6um/ into my mind by a 
cruel French teacher, who made my lessons as un* 
pleasant as possible. My fear of him was so great 
that I really exerted myself seriously to meet his 
requirements. I have profited in later life by 
bis severity, having been able not only to speak 
French fluently but also to write it with ease. 

I was fourteen years of age when I besought 
my father to allow me to have some lessons in 
Italian. These were given me by Professor Lo- 
renzo Da Ponte, son of the veteran of ^diom I 
have already spoken. With him I read the dra- 
mas of Metastasio and of AlfierL 

Through all these years there went with me 
the vision of some great work or works which I 
myself should give to the world. I should write 
the novd or play of the age. This, I need not 
say, I never did. I made indeed some progress 
in a drama founded upon Scott's novel of *' Kenil- 
worth," but presently relinquished this to b^;in a 
play suggested by Gibbon's account of the fall of 
Constantinople. Such successes as I did manage 
to achieve were in quite a difiEerent line, that of 
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lyric poetry. A beloved music^naster, Daniel 
Schlesinger, falling ill and dyings I attended bis 
f unen^ and wrote some stanzas descriptive of the 
scene, wbicb were printed in various papers, at- 
tracting some notice. I set tbem to music of my 
own, and sang tbem olttn, to tbe accompaniment 
of a guitar. 

Although the reading of Byron was spar* 
ingly conceded to us, and that of Shelley forbid- 
den, the morbid discontent which characterized 
these poets made itself felt in oiu- community 
as well as in England. Her^ as elsewhere, it 
brought into fashion a certain romantic melan- 
choly. It is true that at school we read Cow« 
per's ''Task,'' and did our parsing on Milton's 
*' F^uradise Lost," but what were these in compar- 
ison with : — 

^ The cold in dime are cold In blood,** 

or: — 

** 1 lored her, Father, nay, adored.** 

After my brother's return fxom Europe, I read 
such works of George Sand and Balzac as he 
would allow me to choose from his library. Of 
the two writers, George Sand appeared to me 
by far the superior, though I then knew of her 
works only ** Les Sept Conies de la Lyre," '* Spiri* 
dion," "Jacques," and "Andrd" It was at least 
ten years after this time that ''Consuelo" re- 
vealed to the world the real Geoige Sand, and 
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thereby made her peace with the society which 
she had defied and scandalized. Of my German 
studies I have ahready made mention. I began 
them with a dass of ladies under the tuition of 
Dr. Nordheimer. But it was with the later aki 
of Dr. Cogswdl that I really mastered the diffi- 
culties of the language It was while I was thus 
engaged that my eldest brother returned from 
Germany. In conversing with him, I acquired 
the use of colloquial German. Having; as I have 
said, the command of his fine library, I was soon 
deqp m Goethe's ''Faust'' and ''Wilhebn Meis- 
ter," reading also the works of Jean F&ul, Mat- 
thias Claudius, and Herder. 

Thus was a new influence introduced into the 
Ef e of one who had been brought up after the 
strictest rule of New England Puritanism. I de- 
rived from these studies a sense of intenectual 
freedom so new to me that it was half deli^tful, 
half alarming. My father undertook one day to 
read an English translation of '' Faust" He pre- 
sently came to me and said, — 

''My daughter, I hope that you have not read 
this wicked bookl" 

I must say, even after an interval of sixty 
jrears, that I do not consider " Wilhelm Meister " 
altogether good reading for the youth of our 
country. Its great author introduces into his re- 
cital scenes and personages calculated to awaken 
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Strange discords in a mind ignorant of any greater 
wrong than the small sins of a well-ordered house- 
hold. Although disapproving greatly of Goethe, 
my father took a certain pride in my literary 
accomplishmentSi and was much pleased, I think, 
at the commendation which followed some of my 
early efiforts. One of these, a brief essay on the 
minor poems of Goethe and Schiller, was pub- 
lished in the "New York Review," perhaps in 
1 848, and was spoken of in the *' North Amer- 
ican" of that time as "a charming paper, said to 
have been written by a lady." 

I have already said that a vision of some impor- 
tant literary work which I should accomplish was 
present with me in my early life, and had much 
to do with habits of study acquired by me in 
youth, and never wholly relinquished At this 
lateday, i find it difficult to account for a sense 
of literary responsibility which never left me, and 
which I must consider to have formed a part 
of my spiritual make-up. My earliest efforts in 
prose, two review articles, were probably more 
remarked at the time of their publication than 
their merit would have warranted But women 
writers were by no means as numerous sixty years 
ago as they are to-day. Neither was it possible 
for a girl student in those days to find that help 
and guidance toward a literaiy career which may 
easily be commanded to-day. 
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The death, within one year, of my father and 
most dearly loved brother touched within me a 
deeper train of thought than I had yet known. 
The anguish which I then experienced sought 
rdief in expression, and took form in a small col- 
lection of poems, which Margaret Fuller urged 
me to puUish, but idiich have never seen the 
light, and never wiO. 

Among the friends who frequented my father's 
house was the Rev. Francis L. Hawkes, long the 
pastor of a very prominent and fashionable Epis- 
copal church in New York. I remember that on 
one occasion he b^^ to abuse my Germans in 
good earnest for their irreligion and infidelity, of 
which I, indeed, knew nothing. I inquired whether 
he had read any of the authors whom he so un- 
sparingly condemned He was forced to confess 
that he had not, but presently turned upon me, 
quite indignant that I should have asked such a 
question. I recall another occasion on which the 
anti-slavery agitation was spoken ol Dr. Hawkes 
condemned it very severely, and said : '' If I could 
get hold of one of those men who are trying to 
stir up the slaves of the South to cut their mas- 
ters' throats, I would hang him to that lamp-post" 
An unde of mine who was present said : ''Doctor, 
I honor jrou I " but I felt much o£Fended at the 
doctor's violence. With these exceptions his 
iodety was a wdcome addition to our taaoSly dr* 



62 REMINISCENCES 

de. He was a man of genial temperament and 
commanding character, widely read in English lit- 
erature, and esteemed very eloquent as a preacher. 
I remember moments in which the enlargement 
of my horizon of thought and of faith became 
strongly sensible to me, in the quiet of my read- 
ingy in my own room. A certain essay in the 
''Wandsbecker Bote" of Matthias Claudius ends 
thus : ** And is he not also the God of the Japa- 
nese?" Foolish as it may appear, it had never 
struck me before that the God whom I had been 
taught to worship was the God of any peoples out- 
side the limits of Judaism and Christendom. The 
suggestion shocked me at first, but, later on, gave 
me much satisfaction. Another such moment I 
recall when, having carefully read '* Paradise Lost " 
to the very end, I saw presented before me the 
picture of an eternal evil, of Satan and his minis- 
ters subjugated indeed by God, but not conquered, 
and able to maintain against Him an opposition 
as eternal as his goodness. This appeared to me 
impossible, and I threw away, once and forever, 
the thought of the terrible hell which till then had 
always formed part of my belief. In its place, I 
cherished the persuasion that the victory of good- 
ness must consist in making everything good, and 
that Satan himself could have no shield strong 
enough to resist permanently the divine power of 
the divine spirit 
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This was a great emancqntion for me^ and I 
soon welcomed with joy every evidence in litera- 
tnre which tended to show that religion has never 
been confined to the experience of a particular 
nice or nation, bat has shown itsdf at all times, 
and mider every variety of form, as a seddng for 
the divine and a reverence for the things unseen. 

So moch for study I 



CHAPTER VI 

SAMUEL WARD AND THE ASTORS 

My first peep at the great world in grown-up 
days was at a dinner party given by a daughter of 
General Armstrong, married to the eldest son of 
the first John Jacob Astor. Mrs. Astor was a 
person of very elegant taste. She had received 
a part of her education in Paris, at the time when 
her father represented our government at the 
Court of France. Her notions of propriety in 
dress were veiy strict According to these, jewels 
were not to be worn in the daytime. Glaring col- 
ors and striking contrasts were to be avoided. 
Much that is in favor to-day would have been 
ruled out by her as inadmissible. At the dinner 
of which I speak the ladies were in evening dress, 
which in those days did not transcend modest 
limits. One very pretty married lady wore a 
white tiirban, which was much admired. Another 
lady was adorned with a coronet of fine stone 
cameos, — which has recently been presented to 
the Boston Art Museum by a surviving member 
of her family. 

My head was dressed for this occasion by Mar- 
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td, a dainty half Spanish or French octoroon, 
endowed with exquisite taste, a ready wit, and a 
saucy tongue. He was the Figaro of the time, 
and his droll sayings were often quoted among 
his lady customers. The hair was then worn low 
at the back of the head, woven into elaborate 
braids and darkened with French pomade^ while 
an ornament called a ffroniire was usually worn 
upon the fordiead or just above it This was 
sometimes a string of pearls with a diamond star 
in the middle, oftener a gold chain or band orna- 
mented with a jewd. The feishion, while it pre- 
vailed, was so general that evening dress was 
scarcdy considered complete without it 

Not long after the dinner party just mentioned, 
my eldest brother married the eldest daughter 
of the Astor family. I officiated at the wedding 
as first bridesmaid, a sister of the bride and one 
of my own completing the number. The bride 
wore a dress of rich ^iiite silk, and was coiffed 
with a scarf of some precious lace, in lieu of a 
veil On her forehead shone a diamond star, the 
gift of her grandfather, Bfr. John Jacob Astor. 
The bridesmaids' dresses were of lAvXe maitr^ 
then a material of the newest fashion. I had 
begged my father to give me a f/romirt for this 
occasion, and he had jH'esented me with a. very 
pretty string of pearls, having a pearl pansy and 
drop in the centre. This feshion, I afterwards 
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learned, was very ill suited to the contour of my 
face. At the time, however, I had the comfort 
of supposing that I looked uncommonly wdL 
The ceremony took place in the evening at the 
house of the bride's parents. A very elaborate 
supper was afterwards served, at which the first 
groomsman proposed the health of the bride and 
groom, which was drunk without response. A 
wedding journey was not a sine qua non in those 
days, but a wedding reception was usuaL In 
this instance it took the form of a brilliant ball, 
every guest being in turn presented to the bride. 
On the floor of the ball-room a floral design had 
been traced in colored chalks. The evening was 
at its height when my father gravely admonished 
me that it was time to go home. Paternal au- 
thority was without appeal in those days. 

In my character of bridesmaid, I was allowed 
to attend one or two of the entertaimnents given 
in honor of this marriage. The gayeties of New 
York were then limited to balls, dinners^ and 
evening parties. The afternoon tea was not in- 
vented until a much later period One or two 
extra iliganUs received on stated afternoons. My 
dear uncle John, taking up a card left for me, 
with the inscription, " Mrs. S. at home on Thurs- 
day afternoon,'' remarked, '' At home on Thursday 
afternoon? I am glad to learn that she is so 
domestic'' This lady, who was a leading person- 
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age in the social world, used also to receive privi- 
leged friends on one evening in the week, giving 
cfoly a cup of chocolate and scnne cakes or bis- 
cuits. 

My ddest brother, Samud Ward, the fourth of 
the same name, has been so well known, bo(h in 
public and in private lif e, that my reminiscences 
would not be comjdete without some special 
characterization of him. In my childhood he was 
my ideal and my idoL A handsome youth, quick 
of wit and tender of heart, brilliant in promise^ 
and with a great and versatile power of woric in 
him, I doubt whether Round Hill School ever 
turned out a more remarkable pupiL 

From Round Hill my brother passed to Colum- 
bia CoUq^ graduating therefrom after a four 
years' course. Hb mathematical attaiimients were 
considered remarkable, and my fother, desiring 
to give him the best opportunity of extending his 
studies, sent him to Europe before he had attained 
his majority, with a letter of credit whose amount 
the banker, Hottinguer, thought it best not to im- 
part to the young student, so much did he con- 
sider it beyond his needs. 

My brother's career in Europe^ where he spent 
some years at this time, was not altogether in ac- 
cordance with the promise of his early devotion 
to mathematical science. He saw much of Ger- 
man student life, and studied enough to obtain a 
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degree from the University of Tubingen. Before 
his departing from America he had written two 
articles for the " North American Review." One 
of these was on Locke's ** Essay on the Human 
Understanding/' the other on Eider's works. In 
Paris, he became the intimate friend of the famous 
critic, Jules Janin, and made acquaintance with 
other literary men of the time. He returned to 
America in 1835, speaking French like a Parisian 
and German as fluently as if that had been his 
native lang^uage. He had purchased a great part 
of the scientific libraiy of La Grange, and an 
admirable collection of French and German works. 
At this period, he desired to make literature, 
rather than science, the leading pursuit of his 
life. He devoted much time to the composition 
of a work descriptive of Paris. He wrote many 
chapters of this in French, and I was proud to be 
allowed to render them into English. He brought 
into the Puritanic limits of our family cirdie a 
flavor of Etu-opean life and culture which greatly 
delighted me. 

My brother had spent a great deal of money 
while in Europe, and my fother, who had done so 
much for him, began to think it time that this dar- 
ling of fortime should take steps to earn his own 
support The easiest way for him to accomplish 
this was to accept a post in the banking house 
of Prime, Ward and King, with the prospect of 
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partnershq> later. He decided, with some re- 
luctance, to pursue this coiu-se. Hb first da/s 
performance at the office was so faulty that my 
Either, on reviewing it, erclaimedi ** You will play 
the very devil with the check-book, sir, if you 
use it in this way." He, however, applied himself 
diligently to his office work, and soon mastered 
its difficulties, but without developing a taste for 
business pursuits. Literature was still his ruling 
passion, and he devoted such leisure as he could 
command to study and to the composition of 
several lectures, which he delivered with some 
success. 

I have already spoken of his marriage with a 
daughter of Mr. William B. Astor. This union, a 
very luq>py one, was not of long duratioa After 
a few years of married life, he was left a widower, 
with a daughter still in infancy, who became the 
especial charge and darling of my sister Louisa. 

After an interval of some years, my brother 
married Miss Grimes of New Orleans, a lady of 
uncommon beauty and talent In the mean time 
we had to mourn the death of our beloved father, 
whose sober judgment and strong will had exer- 
cised a most salutary influence upon my brother's 
sanguine temperament He now became anxious 
to increase his income ; and this anxiety led him 
to embark in various speculations, which were 
Dot always fortimate: He left the firm of Primes 
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Ward and King; and was one of the first who 
went to California after its cession to the United 
States. 

The Indians were then in near proximity to 
San FrandscOi and Uncle Sam, as he came to be 
called, went much among them, and became so 
well versed in their diverse dialects as to be able 
to act as interpreter between tribes unacquainted 
with each other's forms of speech. He once 
wrote out and sent me some tenses of an Indian 
verb which had impressed him with its resem- 
blance to corresponding parts of the Greek lan- 
guage. I showed this to Theodore Parker, who 
considered it remarkable, and at once caused my 
brother to be elected as a member of some learned 
association devoted to philological research. 

An anecdote of his experience with the Indians 
may be briefly narrated here. He had been pass- 
ing some time at a mining camp in the neighbor- 
hood of an Indian settlement, and had entered 
into friendly relations with the principal chief of 
the tribe. Thinking that a trip to San Francisco 
would greatly amuse this noble savage, he with 
some difficulty persuaded the elders of the tribe 
to allow their leader to accompany him to the city, 
where they had no sooner landed than the chief 
slipped out of sight and could not be found. 
Several days passed without any news of hun, 
although advertisements were soon posted and a 
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liberal reward offered to any one who should 
cover his whereabouts. My brother and his party 
were finally obliged to return to camp without 
him. This they did very tmwillinglyy knowing 
that the chiefs prolonged absence would arouse 
the suspicions of his followers that he had met 
with ill-treatment. 

And so indeed it proved. Soon after their 
arrival at the settlement they were told that the 
Indi2uis were becoming much exdted, and that a 
council and war-dance were in preparation. The 
idiites, a handful of men, armed themselves, and 
were preparing to sell their lives dearly, when 
suddenly the chief himself appeared among them. 
The Indians were pacified and the whites were 
overjoyed. The fugitive gave the following ex- 
planation of his strange conduct He had been 
much alarmed by the noises heard on board the 
steamer, which he seemed to have mistaken for a 
living creature. *' He must be sick, he gxxxans 
sol" was his expression. Resolving that he 
would not return by that means of conveyance^ 
he had found for himself a hiding-place on a hill 
commanding a view of the harbor. From this 
height of vantage he was able to observe the 
movements of the party which had brought him 
to the city. When he saw the men re^tebark on 
the steamer, he felt himself secure from reca^>- 
ture, and managed to steal a horse and to find 
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his way back to his own people. If his misunder- 
standing of the nature of the boat should seem 
improbable, we must remember the Highlander 
who picked up a watch on some battlefield, and 
the next day sold it for a trifle, averring that '' the 
creature had died in the night." 

During the period of the civil war, my brother 
resided in Washington, where his social gifts 
were highly valued. His sympathies were with 
the Democratic party, but his friendships went 
far beyond the limits of partisanship. He had 
an imusual power of reconciling people who were 
at variance with each other, and the dinners at 
which he presided furnished occasions to bring 
face to face political opponents accustomed to 
avoid each other, but unable to resist the 6on^ 
hamie which sought to make them better friends. 
He became known as King of the Lobby, but 
much more as the prince of entertainers. Al- 
though careful in his diet, he was well versed in 
gastronomies, and his menus were wholly original 
and excellent He had friendly relations with the 
diplomats who were prominent in the society of 
the capitaL Lord Rosebery and the Duke of 
Devonshire were among his friends, as were also 
the late Senator Bayard and President Garfield. 

Quite late in life, he enjoyed a turn of good 
fortune, and was most generous in his use of the 
wealth suddenly acquired, and alas ! as suddenly 
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lost Hb last visit to Europe was in 1882-83, 
when, after passing some months with Lord and 
Lady Rosebery, he proceeded to Rome to finish 
the winter with our sister, Mrs. Terry. In his 
travels he had contracted a fatal disease, and his 
checkered and brilliant career came to an end at 
P^^ near Genoa, in the spring of 1884. Of his 
oft contemplated literary work there remains a 
volume of poems entitled '' Literary Recreations.'* 
The poet Longfellow, my brother's lifelong friend 
and intimate, esteemed these productions of his 
as true poetry, and more than once said to me of 
their author, '* He is the most lovable man that I 
have ever known." I certainly never knew one 
who took so much delight in giving pleasure to 
others, or whose Uf e was so full of natiual, over- 
flowing geniality and beneficence. 

Shortly after his first marriage my brother and 
his bride came to reside with us. In their com- 
pany I often visited the Astor mansion, which 
was made delightful by good taste, good manners, 
and hospitable entertainment 

Mr. William B. Astor, the head of the family, 
was a rather shy and silent man. He had received 
the best education that a German university 
could offer. The Chevalier Bunsen had been his 
tutor, and Schopenhauer, then a student at the 
same university, had been his friend. He had a 
love for letters, and might perhaps have followed 
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this natural leading to advantage^ had he not be- 
come his father's man of business, and thus been 
forced to devote much of his life to the manage- 
ment of the great Astor estate. At the time of 
which I speaki he resided on the unfashionable 
side of Broadway, not far below Canal Street 

At this time I was often invited to the house 
of his father, Mr. John Jacob Astor. This hous^ 
which the old gentleman had built for himself, 
was situated on Broadway, between Prince and 
Spring streets. Adjoining it was one which he 
had built for a favorite granddaughter, Mrs. 
BoreeL He was very fond of music, and some- 
times engaged the services of a professional pian- 
ist I remember that he was much pleased at 
recognizing, one evening, the strains of a brilliant 
waltz, of which he said : '* I heard it at a fair in 
Switzerland years ago. The Swiss women were 
whirling round in their red petticoats.'* On 
another occasion, we sang the well-known song, 
"Am Rhein;*' and Mr. Astor, who was very 
stout and infirm of person, rose and stood beside 
the piano, joining with the singers. " Am Rhein, 
am Rhein, da wachset . susses Leben," he sang, 
instead of " Da wachsen unsere Reben." 

My sister-in-law, EmUy Astor Ward, was en- 
dowed with a voice whose unusual power and 
beauty had been enhanced by careful training. 
We sometimes sang together or separately at 
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old Mr. Astor's musical parties, and at one of 
these he said to us, as we stood together: ''You 
are my singing birds.'' Of our two ripertaires^ 
mine was the most varied, as it included French 
and German songs, while she sang mostly operatic 
music. The rich volume of her vmce, however, 
carried her hearers quite away. Her figure and 
carriage were fine^ and in her countenance beauty 
of e]q>ression lent a great charm to features which 
in themselves were not handsome. 

Although the elder Astor had led a life mainly 
devoted to business interests, he had great plea- 
sure in the society of literary men. Fitz-Greene 
Halleck and Washington Irving were familiar vis- 
itors at his house, and he conceived so great a 
rq;ard for Dr. Joseph Green Cogswdl as to insist 
upon his becoming an inmate of his family. He 
finally went to reside with Mr. AstOr, attracted 
partly by the latter's promise to endow a public 
library in the city of New York. This was ac- 
complished after some delay, and the doctor was 
for many years director of the Astor library. 

He used to relate some humorous anecdotes of 
excursions which he made with Mr. Astor. In 
the course of one of these, the two gentlemen 
took supper together at a hotel recently opened. 
Mr. Astor remarked : ''This man will never sac 

" Why not ? " inquired the other. 
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<< Don't you see what large lumps of sugar he 
puts in the sugar bowl ? " 

Once^ as they were walking slowly to a pilot- 
boat which the old gentleman had chartered for 
a trip down the harbor. Dr. Cogswell said : ** Mr. 
Astor» I have just been calculating that this boat 
costs you twenty-five cents a minute." Mr. Astor 
at once hastened his pace^ reluctant to waste so 
much money. 

In his own country Mr. Astor had been a 
member of the German Lutheran Chim:h. He 
once mentioned this fact to a clergyman who 
called upon him in the interest of some charity. 
The visitor congratulated Mr. Astor upon the 
increased ability to do good, which his great for- 
tune gave him. "Ah I" said Mr. Astor, "the 
disposition to do good does not always increase 
with the means." In the last years of his life he 
was afflicted with insomnia. Dr. Cogswell often 
sat with him through a great part of the night, 
the coachman, William, being also in attendance. 
In these sleepless nights, his mind appeared to be 
much exercised with regard to a future state. 
On one of these occasions, when Dr. Cogswell 
had done his best to expound the theme of im- 
mortality, Mr. Astor suddenly said to his servant : 
" William, where do you expect to go when you 
die?" The man replied: "Why, sir, I always 
expected to go where the other people went" 
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Yoang as my native dty was in my yootb, it 
still retained some f ossOs of an earlier period 
Conspicuous among these were two sistersi of 
whom the elder had heen a recognized beauty and 
bdle at the time of the War of Independence. 

Miss Charlotte White was what was called ''a 
character" in those days. She was tall and of 
commanding figure, attired after an ancient fash- 
ion, but with great care. I remember her callmg 
upon my aunt one morning, in company with a 
lady friend much inclined to embonpcint The 
lady's name was Euphemia, and Miss White ad- 
dressed her thus : ^ Feme^ thou female Falstaff." 
She took some notice of me, and b^;an to talk of 
the gayedes of her youth, and especially of a ball 
given at Newport during the war, at which she 
had received especial attention. 

On returning the visit we found the sisters in 
the quaintest Uttle sittiDg-room knaginable^ the 
floor covered with a green Brussels carpet, woven 
in one piec^ with a medallion of flowers in the 
centre^ evidently manufactured to erden The 
furniture was of enameled white wood We were 
entertained with cake and wine. 

The yoimger of the sisters was much afraid of 
lightning^ and had devised a curious little refuge 
to which she always betodL herself when a thun- 
derstorm appeared imminent This was a wooden 
platform standing on glass feet, with a seat and a 
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silken canopy, which the good lady drew dosdy 
around her, remaining thus enveloped until the 
dreaded danger was past 

My father sometimes endeavored to overcome 
my fear of lightning by taking me up to the cupola 
of our houses and bidding me admire the beauty 
of the stona ' Wishing to impress upon me the 
absurdity of giving way to fear, he told me of a 
lady whom he had known in his youth who, being 
overtaken by a thunderstorm at a place of public 
resort, so lost her head that she seized the wig of 
a gentleman standing near her, and waved it wildly 
in the air, to his g^eat wrath and discomfiture. 
I am sorry to say that this dreadful warning pro- 
voked my laughter, but did not increase my cour- 
age. 

The years of mourning for my father and be- 
loved brother being at an end, and the sister next 
to me being now of an age to make her d^but 
in society, I began with her a season of visiting, 
dancing, and so on. My sister was very handsome^ 
and we were both welcome guests at fashionable 
entertainments. 

I was passionately fond of music, and scarcely 
less so of dancing, and the history of the next 
two winters would, if written, chronicle a series 
of balls, concerts, and dinners. 

I did not, even in these years of social routine, 
abandon either my studies or my hope of contribut- 
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ing to the literature of my geneiatioiL Hoars 
were not then unreasonably late. Dandng par- 
ties nsually broke up soon after one o'clock, and 
left me fresh enough to enjoy the next da/s 
study. 

We saw many literary people and some of the 
scientists with idiom my brother had become 
acquainted while in Europe. Among the first 
was John L. O'Sullivan, the accomplished editor 
of the ''Democratic Review.** When the poet 
Dana visited our dty, he always called upon u^ 
and we sometimes had the pleasure of seeing with 
him his intimate friend, William Cullen Bryant, 
who very rardy appeared in general society. 

Among our scientific guests I especially re- 
member an English gentleman who was in those 
days a distinguished mathematician, and who has 
since become very eminent He was of the 
Hebrew race^ and had fallen violently in love 
with a beautiful Jewish heiress, well known in 
New York. His wooing was not fortunate^ and 
the extravagance of his indignation at its result 
was both pathetic and laughable. He once con- 
fided to me his intention of paying his addresses 
to the lady's young niece. ''And Miss 
shall become our Aunt Hannah I " he said, with 
extreme bitterness. 

I exhorted him to calm himsdf by devotion to 
his -scientific pursuits, but he replied : " Something 
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better than mathematics has waked up here!'' 
pointing to his heart. He wrote many verses, 
which he read aloud to our sympathizing circle. 
I recall from one of these a distich of some 
merit Speaking of his fancied wrongs, and warn- 
ing his fair antagonist to beware of the revenge 
which he might take^ he wrote : — 

^ Wine gushes from the trampled gnpe, 
Iron 's branded into steeL" 

In the end he rettuned to the science which had 
been his first love^ and which rewarded his devo- 
tion with a wide reputation. 

These years glided by with fairy-like swiftness. 
They were passed by my sisters and myself under 
my brother's roof, where the beloved uncle also 
made his home with us so long as we remained 
together. 

I have dwelt a good deal on the circumstances 
and surroundings of my early life in my native 
city. If this state of things here described had 
continued, I should probably have remained a 
frequenter of fashionable society, a musical ama* 
teur, and a dilettante in literature. 
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marriage: tour in europb 

Quite other experiences were in store £<»- me. 
I chanced to pass the summer of 1841 at a cot- 
tage in the neighborhood of Boston, with my sis- 
ters and a young friend much endeared to us as 
the betrothed of the dearly loved brother Henry, 
whose recent death had greatly grieved us. 

Longfellow and Sunmer often visited us in our 
retirement The latter once made mention of 
Dr. Samud Gridley Howe's wonderful achieve- 
ment in the case of Laura Bridgman, the first 
blind deaf mute who had ever been taught the use 
of language. He also brought us some of the 
reports which gave an account of the progress of 
her education. It was proposed that . we should 
drive over to the Perkins Institution on a given 
day. Mr. Longfellow came for me in a buggy, 
while Mr. Sumner conducted my two sisters and 
our friend. 

We found Laura, then a child of ten years^ 
seated at her little desk, and beside her another 
giri of the same age^ also a blind deaf mute. The 
name of this last was Lu^ Reed, and we learned 
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that, until brought to the Institution, she had 
been accustomed to cover her head and face with 
a cotton bag of her own manufacture. Her com- 
plexion was very delicate and her countenance 
altogether pleasing. While the two childi:en 
were holding converse through the medium of 
the finger alphabet, Lucy's face wais suddenly lit 
up by a smile so beautiful as to call forth from us 
an involuntary exclamation. Unfortunately, this 
yoimg girl was soon taken away by her parents, 
and I have never had any further knowledge con- 
cerning her. 

Dr. Howe was absent when we arrived at the 
Institution, but before we took leave of it, Mr. 
Sumner, looking out of a window, said, '*Ohl 
here comes Howe on his black horse.*' I looked 
out also, and beheld a noble rider on a noble steed 
The doctor dismounted, and presently came to 
make our acquaintance. One of our party pro- 
posed to give Laura some trinket which she 
wore, but Dr. Howe forbade this rather sternly. 
He made upon us an impression of unusual force 
and reserve. Only when I was seated beside 
Longfellow for the homeward drive, he mischiev- 
ously remarked, ''Longfellow, I see that your 
horse has been down," at which the poet seemed 
a little discomfited. 

Mr. Sanborn, in the preface to his biography of 
Dr. Howe, says : — 
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''It has fallen to my lot to know, both in youth 
and in age, several of the most romantic charac- 
ters of our century; and among them one of the 
most romantic was certainly the hero of these 
pages. That he was indeed a hero, the events of 
his life sufficiently declare." 

This writer, in his interesting memoir, often 
quotes passages from one prepared by myself 
shortly after my husband's death. In executing 
this woiic, I was forced to keep within certain 
limits, as my volume was primarily intended for 
the use of the blind, a circumstance which neces- 
sitated the printing of it in raised letters. As 
this process is expensive, and its results very 
cumbersome^ economy of space becomes an im- 
portant condition in its execution. 

Bfr. Sanborn, not having suffered this limita- 
tion, and having had many doctunents at his dis- 
posal, has been able to add much interesting 
matter to what I was only able to give in outline. 
An even fuller biography than his will be pub- 
lished ere many years, by our children, but the 
best record of the great philanthropist's life re- 
mains in the new influences which he brought 
to bear on the commimity. Traces of these may 
be found in the improved condition of the sev- 
eral classes of unfortunates whose interests he 
espoused and vindicated, often to the great in- 
dignation of parties less enlightened. He him- 
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self had, what he was glad to recognize in Wen- 
dell Phillips, a prophetic quality of mind. His 
sanguine temperament, his knowledge of princi- 
ples and reliance upon them, combined to lead 
him in advance of his own time. Experts in 
reforms and in charities acknowledge the indebt- 
edness of both to his unremitting labors. What 
the general public should most prize and hold fast- 
is the conviction, so clearly expressed by him, that 
humanity has a claim to be honored and aided, 
even where its traits appear most abnormal and 
degraded He demanded for the blind an edu- 
cation which would render them self-supporting; 
for the idiot, the training of his poor and maimed 
capabilities ; for the insane and the criminal, the 
watchful and redemptive tutelage of society. In 
the world as he would have had it, there should 
have been neither paupers nor outcasts. He did 
all that one man could do to advance the commg 
of this millennial consummation. 

My husband, Dr. Howe^ was my senior by 
nearly a score of years. If I mention this dis- 
crepancy in our ages, it is that I may acknow- 
ledge in him the superiority of experience which 
so many years of the most noble activity had 
naturally given him. My own true life had been 
that of a student and of a dreamer. Dr. Howe 
had read and thought much, but he had also 
acquired the practical knowledge which is rarely 
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attained in the closet or at the desk. His career 
from the outset had been characterized by energy 
and perseverance. In his college days» this 
energy had found much of its vent in under- 
takings of boyish mischieL When he came to 
man's estate a new inspiration took possession of 
him. The devotion to ideas and prindples, the 
seal for the rights of others which go to make 
up the men of public spirit — those leading traits 
now appeared in him, and at once gave him a 
place among the champions of human freedom. 

The love of adventm^ and the example of Lord 
Byron had, no doubt, some part in his determi- 
nation to cast in his lot with the Greeks in the 
memorable struggle which restored to them their 
national life. But the solidity and value of the 
services which he rendered to that oppressed peo- 
ple showed in time that he was endowed, not only 
with the generous impulses of youth, but with the 
forethought of mature manhood. 

After some years of gallant service^ in which 
he shared all the privations of the little army, 
accustoming himself to the bivouac by night, to 
hunger, hard fare, and constant fighting by day, 
he became convinced that the Greeks were in 
danger of being reduced to submission by abso- 
lute starvation. All the able-bodied men of the 
nation were in the field. The Turks had devas- 
tated the land, and there were no hands to till 
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it He therefore returned to America, and there 
preached so e£Fectual a crusade in behalf of the 
Greeks that a considerable sum of money was 
contributed for their relief. These funds were 
expended by Dr. Howe in shiploads of dothing 
and provisions, of which he himself superintended 
the distribution, thus enabling the Greeks to hold 
out until a sudden turn in political affairs induced 
the diplomacy of western Europe to espouse their 
cause. 

When the liberation of Greece had become an 
assiured fact, Dr. Howe returned to America to 
find and take up his life-work. The education 
of the blind presented a worthy field for his tire- 
less activity. He founded, built up, and directed 
the first institution for their benefit known in this 
country. This was a work of great difficulty, and 
one for which the means at hand appeared utterly 
inadequate. Beginning with the training of three 
little blind children in his father's house, he suc- 
ceeded so well in enlisting the sympathies of the 
public in behalf of the class which they repre- 
sented that funds soon flowed in from various 
sources. The present well-known institution, 
with its flourishing workshop, printing establish- 
ment, and other dependencies, stands to attest his 
work, and the support given to it by the commu- 
nity. 

A new lustre was added to his name by the 
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wonderful series of eaq)eriments which brought 
the gifts of human speech and knowledge to a 
blind deaf mute. The story of Laura Bridgman 
IB too well known to need repetition in these 
pages. As related by Charles Dickens in his 
''American Notes,'' it carried Dr. Howe's fame 
to the civilized worid When he visited Europe 
with this deed of merit put upon his record, it 
was as one whom high and low shouM delight t^ 
honor. 

Bfr. Emerson somewhere speaks of the ro* 
mance of some special philanthropy. Dr. Howe's 
life became an embodiment of this romance. 
Like all inspired men, he brought into the enter- 
prises of his day new ideas and a. new spirit 
Deep in his heart lay a sense of the dignity and 
ability of human nature, which forced him to re* 
ject the pauperizing methods then employed in 
rq;ard to various classes of unfortunates. The 
blind must not only be fed and housed and cared 
for; they must learn to make their lives useful 
to the community ; they must be taught and 
trained to earn their own support Years of 
patient efiFort enabled him to accomplish this ; and 
the present condition of the blind in American 
communities attests the general acceptance of 
their claim to the benefits of education and the 
dignity of useful labor. 

Dr. Howe's public services, however, were by 
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no means limited to the duties of his especial 
charge. With keen power of analysis, he ex- 
plored the most crying evils of sodetyi seeking 
to discover, even in their sources, the secret of 
their prevention and cure. His masterly report 
on idiocy led to the establishment of a school for 
feeble-minded children, in which numbers of these 
were trained to useful industries, and redeemed 
from brutal ignorance and inertia. He aided 
Dorothea Dix in her heroic efforts to improve 
the condition of the insane. He worked with 
Horace Mann fcM* the uplifting of the pubHc 
schools. He stood with the heroic few who 
dared to advocate the abolition of slavery. In 
these and many other departments of work his 
influence was felt, and it is worthy of remark that, 
although employing his power in so many direc- 
tions, his use of it was wonderfully free from 
waste. He indulged in no vaporous visions, in no 
redundancy of phrases. The documents in which 
he gave to the public the results of his eicperience 
are models of statement, terse, simple, and direct 
I became engaged to Dr. Howe during a visit 
to Boston in the winter of 1842-43, and was 
married to him on the 23d of April of the latter 
year. A week later we sailed for Europe in one 
of the small Cunard steamers of that time, taking 
with us my youngest sister, Annie Ward, whose 
state of health gave us some uneasiness. My 
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husband's great friend, Horace Mann, and his 
bride^ Mary Peabody, safled with us. During the 
first two days of the voyage I was stupefied by 
sea-sickness, and even forgot that my sister was 
on board the steamer. On the evening of the 
second day I remembered her, and managed with 
the help of a very stout stewardess to visit her 
in her stateroom, where she had for her room* 
mate a cousin of the poet Longfellow. We be- 
wafled our common miseries a little^ but the next 
morning brought a different state of things. As 
soon as I was awake, my husband came to me 
binging a smaU dose of brandy with cracked ice. 
''Drink this," he said, "and ask Mrs. Bean [the 
stewardess] to help you g^ on your dothes, for 
you must go up on deck ; we shall be at Halii^ 
in a few hours." Magnetized by the stronger 
will, I struggled with my weakness, and was pre- 
sently clothed and carried up on deck. " Now, I 
am going for Annie^" said Dr. Howe, leaving me 
comfortably propped up in a safe seat He soon 
returned with my dear sister, as helpless as my- 
self. The fresh air revived us so much that we 
were able to take our breakfast, the first meal we 
ate on board, in the saloon with the other pas- 
sengers. We went on shore, however, for a walk 
at Halifax, and from that time forth were quite 
able-bodied sea-goers. 
On the last day before that of our landing, an 
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unusually good dinner was served, and, according 
to the custom of the time, champagne was fur- 
nished gratis, in order that all who dined together 
might drink the Queen's health. This favorite 
toast was accordingly proposed and responded to 
by a number of rather flat speeches. The health 
of the captain of our steamer was also proposed, 
and some others which I cannot now recall This 
proceeding amused me so much that I busied 
myself the next day with preparing for a mock 
celebration in the ladies' cabin. The meeting 
was well attended. I opened with a song in 
honor of Mrs. Bean, our kind and efficient stew* 
ardess. 

^ God save oar Mn. Bean, 
Best woman ever seen, 
God save Mrs. Bean. 
God bless her gown and cap^ 
Poor guineas in her lap, 
Keep her from all mishap^ 
God save Mrs. Bean." 

The company were invited to join in singing 
these lines, which were, of course a takeK)£f on 
*' God save our gracious Queen.** I can still see 
in my mind's eye dear old Madam Sedgwick, 
mother of the well-known jurist, Theodore of that 
name, lifting her quavering, high voice to aid in 
the singing. 

Mrs. Bean was rather taken aback by the im« 
expected homage rendered her. We all called 
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oat : ** Speech I speech ! " whereupon she curt* 
sied and said : ** Good ladies makes good steward* 
esses ; that 's all I can say/' which was very wdl 
in its way. 

Rev. Jacob Abbott was one of our fellow pas- 
sengersy and had been much in our^cabin, where 
he busied himself in compounding various ** soft 
drinks" for convalescent lady friends. His 
health was acoordin^y proposed with the follow- 
ing stanza:^ 

"Dr. Abbott in our cabfai, 
Hbdng of a sodaiiowdtf» 
How he ground it. 
How did pound it. 
While the tempest threatened londer.* 

I next gave the cow's health, whereupon a lady 
passenger, with a Scotch accent, demurred: ^'I 
don't want to drink her health at a'. I think she 
IS the poorest coo I ever heard oi" 

Arriving in London, we found comfortable 
lodgings in Upper Baker Street, and busied our- 
selves with the delivery of our many letters of 
introduction. 

The Rev. Sydney Smith was one of the first to 
honor our introduction with a calL His reputar 
tion as a wit was already world-wide, and he was 
certainly one of the idols of London society. In 
iqjpearance he was hardly prepossessing. He was 
short and squat of figure^ with a rubicund coun- 



92 REMINISCENCES 

tenance, redeemed by a pair of twinkling eyes. 
When we first saw him, my husband was suffer- 
ing from the result of a trifling accident Mn 
Smith said, " Dr. Howe, I must send you my 
gouty crutches." 

My husband demurred at this, and begged Mn 
Smith not to give himself that trouble. He in- 
sisted, however, and the crutches were sent Dn 
Howe had really no need of them, and I laughed 
with him at their disproportion to his height, 
which would in any case have made it impossible 
for him to use them. The loan was presently 
retiuned with thanks, but scarcely soon enough ; 
for Sydney Smith, who had lost heavily by Ameri- 
can investments, published in one of the London 
papers a letter reflecting severely upon the fail- 
ing of some of our Western States to pay their 
debts. The letter concluded with these words: 
** And now an American, present at this time in 
London, has deprived me of my last means of sup- 
port." One questioned a little whether the loan 
had not been made for the sake of the pleasantry. 

In the course of the visit already referred to, 
Mr. Smith promised that we should receive cards 
for an entertainment which his daughter, Mrs. 
Holland, was about to give. The cards were re- 
ceived, and we presented ourselves at the party. 
Among the persons there introduced to us was 
Mme. Van de Weyer, wife of the Belgian minister, 
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and daughter of Joshua Bates, formerly of Massa- 
chusetts, and in after years the founder of th« 
Public Library of Boston, in which one hall bean 
his name. Mr. Van de Weyer, we were told, was 
on very friendly terms with the Prince Consort, 
and his wife was often invited by the Queen. 

The historian Grote and his ¥rif e also made our 
acquaintance. I especially remember her appear- 
ance because it was, and was allowed to be, some- 
what jyvtesque. She was very tall and stout in 
proportion, and was dressed on this occasion in a 
dark green or blue silk, with a necklace of pearls 
about her throat I gathered from what I heard 
that hers was one of the marked personalities of 
that time in London society. 

At this party Sydney Smith was constantly the 
centre of a group of admiring friends. When we 
first entered the rooms, he said to us, '' I am so 
busy to-night that I can do nothing for you." 

Later in the evening he found time to sedc me 
out ^ Mrs. Howe," said he, ''this is a rout I 
like routs. Do you have routs in America?" 

''We have parties like this in America," I re* 
plied, " but we do not call them routs." 

"What do you call them there?" 

"We call them receptions." 

This seemed to amuse himt and he said to 
tome one who stood near us : — 

"Mrs. Howe says that in America they caD 
routs re-cep-tions." 
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He asked what I had seen in London so far. 
I replied that I had recently visited the House of 
Lords, whereupon he remarked : — 

''Mrs. Howe, your English is excellent I 
have only heard you make one mispronunciation. 
You have just said ' House of Lords.' We say 
'House of Lards."' Some one near by said, 
" Oh, yes I the house is always addressed as ' my 
luds and gentlemen/ " 

When I repeated this to Horace Mann, it so 
vexed his gentle spirit as to cause him to exclaim, 
"House of Lords? You ought to have said 
'House of Devils.'" 

I have made several visits in London since 
that time, one quite recently, and I have observed 
that people now speak of receptions, and not of 
routs. I think, also^ that the pronunciation in- 
sisted upon by Sydney Smith has become a thing 
of the past 

I think that Mrs. Sydney Smith must have 
called or have left a card at our lodgings, for I 
distinctly remember a morning call which I made 
at her house. The great wit was at home on 
this occasion, as was also his only surviving son. 
An elder son had been bom to him, who probably 
inherited something of his character and ability, 
and whose death he laments in one or more of his 
published letters. The young man whom I saw 
at this time was spoken of as much devoted to 
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the turf, and the only saying of his that I have 
ever heard quoted was his question as to how 
long it took Nebuchadnezzar to get into condition 
after he had been out to grass. 

Mrs, Smith received me very pleasantly. She 
seemed a grave and silent woman, presenting in 
this respect a striking contrast to her husband. 
I knew very little of the political opinions of the 
latter, and innocently inquired whether he and 
Mrs. Smith went sometimes to court The ques- 
tion amused him. He said to his wife, *' My dear, 
Mrs, Howe wishes to know whether you and I 
go to court" To me he said, '* No, madam. That 
is a luxury which I deny mysell" 

I last saw Sydney Smith at an evening party 
at which, as usual, he was surrounded by friends. 
A very amiable young American was present, 
apropos of whom I heard Mr. Smith say : — 

<« I think I shall go over to America and settle 
in BostoiL Perkins here says that he 11 patronize 



me." 



Thomas Carl^e was also one of our earliest 
visitors. Some time before leaving home^ Dr. 
Howe had received from him a letter eiq>ressing 
his great interest in the story of Laura Bridgman 
as narrated by Charles Dickens. In this letter 
he mentioned Laura's childish question, ^'Do 
horses sit up late ? " In the courseof his conver* 
tation he said, laughing heartily : ''Laura Bridg- 
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man, dear chfld I Her question. Do horses sit up 
late?" 

Before taking leave of us he invited us to take 
tea with him on the following Sunday. When 
the day arrived, my husband was kept at home by 
a severe headache, but Mr. and Mrs. Mann, my 
sister, and myself drove out to Chelsea, where 
Mr. Carlyle resided at that time. In receiving us 
he apologized for his wif e^ who was also suffering 
from headache and could not appear. 

In her absence I was requested to pour tea. 
Our host partook of it copiously, in all the strength 
of the teapot As I filled and refilled his cup, I 
thought that his chronic dyspepsia was not to be 
wondered at The repast was a simple one. It 
consisted of a plate of toast and two small dishes 
of stewed fruit, which he offered us with the 
words, " Perhaps ye can eat some of this. I never 
eat these things myself." 

The conversation was mostly a monologue. 
Mr. Carlyle spoke with a strong Scotch accent, 
and his talk sounded to me like pages of his writ- 
ings. He had recently been annoyed by some 
movement tending to the disestablishment of the 
Scottish Church. Apropos of this he said, ** That 
auld Kirk of Scotland I To think that a man like 
Johnny Graham should be able to wipe it out with 
a flirt of his pen I " Charles Sumner was spoken 
ot, and Mr. Carlyle said, ** Oh yes ; Mr. Siunner 
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was a vera dull man, but he did not offend peofde, 
and he got on in sodety here." 

Cariyle's hair was dark, shaggy, and rather un- 
kempt ; his complexion was sallow, with a slij^ 
glow of red on the cheek ; his eye was full of fire. 
As we drove back to town, Mr. Mann expressed 
great disappointment with our visit He did not 
feel, he said, that we had seen the real Carlyle at 
alL I insisted that we had. 

Soon after our arrival in London a gentleman 
called upon us whom the servant announced as 
Mr. Mills. It hs^pened that I did not examine 
the card which was brought in at the same time. 
Dr. Howe was not within, and in his absence I 
entertained the unknown guest to the best of my 
ability. He spoke of Longfellow's volume of 
po&na on slavery, then a recent publication, say- 
ing that he admired them. 

Our talk turning upon poetry in general, I 
remarked that Wordsworth appeared to be the 
only poet of eminence left in England. Before 
taking leave of me the visitor named a certain 
day on which he requested that we would come 
to breakfast at his house. Forgetful of the card, 
I asked ""Where?" He said, "" You will find my 
address on my card. I am Mr. Bifflnesi" On 
looking at the card I found that this was Rich- 
ard Monckton Milnes, afterward known as Lord 
Houghton. I was somewhat chagrinedat remem* 
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beting the remark I had made in connection with 
Wordsworth. He probably supposed that I was 
ignorant of his literary rank, which I was not, as 
his poems, though never very popular, were already 
well known in America. 

The breakfast to which Mr. Milnes had invited 
us proved most pleasant Our host had recently 
traveled in the East, and had brought home a 
prayer carpet, which we admired. His sister, 
Lady Galway, presided at table with much grace. 

The breslkf ast was at this time a favorite mode 
of entertainment, and we enjoyed many of these 
occasions. I remember one at the house of Sir 
Robert Harry Inglis, long a leading Conservative 
member of the House of Commons. Punch once 
said of him : — 

'* The In^ls thinks the woild grows woise^ 
And always wears a rose." 

And this flower, which always adorned his button- 
hole, seemed to match well with his benevolent 
and somewhat rubicund coimtenance. At the 
breakfast of which I speak, he cut the loaf with 
his own hands, saying to each guest, *' Will you 
have a slice or a hunch ? " and cutting a slice from 
one end or a hunch from the other, according to 
the preference expressed 

These breakfasts were not luncheons in disguise. 
They were given at ten, or even at half past nine 
o'clock. The meal usually consisted of fish, cut- 
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lets, eggs^ cold bread and toast, with tea and 
coffee. At Samuel Rogers's I remember that 
plover's eggs were served. 

We also dined one evening with Mr. Rogers, 
and met among the guests Mr. Dickens and Lady 
R, one of the beautiful Sheridan sisters. A gen- 
tleman sat next me at table, whose name I did 
not catch. I had heard much of the woAs of art 
to be seen in Mr. Rogers's house, and so took 
occasion to ask him whether he knew anything 
about pictures. He smiled, and answered, ''Well, 
yes.** I then begged him to explain to me some 
of those which hung upon the walls, which he did 
with much good-nature. Presently some one at 
the table addressed him as '' Mr. Landseer," and 
I became aware that I was sitting next to the 
cdebrated painter of animals. His fine fzcc had 
already attracted me. I apologized for the ques- 
tion which I had asked, and which had someiidiat 
amused hhn. 

I had recently seen at Stafford House a jncture 
of his, representing two daughters of the Duke 
of Sutherland playing with a dog. He said that 
he did not care much for that picture, that the 
Duchess had herself chosen the subject, etc lAr. 
Rogers, indeed, possessed some paintings of great 
value, one a genuine Raphael, if I mistake not 
He had also many objects of tnrd. I think it was 
after a breakfast at his house that he showed us 
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some Etruscan potteries. Dr. Howe took up one 
of these rather carelessly. It was a cup^ and the 
handle became separated from it My husband 
appeared so much disconcerted at this that I could 
not help laughing a little at the expression of his 
countenance. Mr. Rogers afterwards said to an 
American friend, *' Mrs. Howe was quite cruel to 
laugh at the doctor's embarrassment'' On one 
occasion he showed us some autograph letters 
of Lord Byron, with whom he had been well ac- 
quainted He read a passage from one of these, 
in which Lord Byron, after speaking of the ancient 
custom of the Doge wedding the Adriatic, wrote : 
"I wish the Adriatic would take my wife." 

In after years I was sometimes questioned as 
to what had most impressed me during my first 
visit in Londoa I replied unhesitatingly, ''The 
clever people collected there." The moment, in- 
deed, was fortunate. We had come well provided 
with letters of introductioa Besides this, my 
husband was at the time a first-dass lion, and 
this merit avails more in England than any other, 
and more there than elsewhere. 

Mr. Sumner had g^ven us a letter to the Mar- 
quis of Lansdowne, which the latter honored by 
a call, and f luther by sending us cards for a mu- 
sical evening at Lansdowne House. Lord Lans- 
downe was a gracious host. His lady was more 
formal in manner. Their music-room was oblong 
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in diape^ and the guests were seated along the 
wall on either side. Before the performance 
hepak I noticed a movement among those pre- 
senty the cause of which became evident when 
the Duchess of Gloucester appeared, leaning on 
the arm of the master of the house. She was 
attired, or, as newspapers put it, ''gowned," in 
Uack, wearing white plumes in her headdress, 
and with bare neck and arms, according to the 
imperative fashion of the time. She was well 
advanced in years, and had probably never been 
remarked for good looks, but was said to be 
beloved by the Queen and by many friends. 

The programme of the entertainment was one 
which to^y would seem rather commonplace^ 
though the performers were not so. A handsome 
young man, of slender figure, opened the concert 
by singing the serenade from the opera of " Don 
Pasquale." I fdt at once that this must be 
Mario, but that name cannot suggest to one who 
never heard him either the beauty of his voice or 
the refinement of his intonation. I still fed a 
sort of intoxication when I recall his rendering of 
** Com' i gentiL" Grisi sang several times. She 
was then in what some one has termed, ''the 
insolence of her youth and beauty." Mile. Per- 
siani, also at the grand opera, gave an air by 
Cluck, which I myself had studied, "Pago fdi, 
fiii lieto im di" Lord Lansdowne told me that 
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this lady was the most obligmg of artists. I after- 
wards heard her in '' Linda di Chamounix*" which 
was then in its first favor. The concert ended 
with the prayer from Rossini's '' Mosi in Egitto/' 
simg by the artists akeady named with the addi- 
tion of the great Lablache. 

At the conclusion of it we adjourned to the 
supper-room, which afforded us a better oppor- 
tunity of observing the distinguished company. 
My husband was presently engaged in conversa- 
tion with the Hon. Mrs. Norton, who was then 
very handsome. Her hair, which was decidedly 
black, was arranged in flat bandeaux, according 
to the fashion of the time. A diamond chain, 
formed of large links, encircled her fine head. 
Her eyes were dark and full of expression. Her 
dress was unusually dicolleUe^ but most of the 
ladies present would in America have been con- 
sidered extreme in thb respect Coiut mourn- 
ing had recently been ordered for the Duke of 
Sussex, uncle to the Queen, and many black 
dresses were worn. My memory, nevertheless, 
tells me that the great Duchess of Sutherland 
wore a dress of pink moire^ and that her head 
was adorned with a wreath of velvet leaves inter- 
spersed with diamonds. Her brother. Lord Mor- 
peth, was also present I heard a lady say to 
him, " Are you worthy of music ? " He replied, 
•*0h, yes; very worthy." I heard the same 
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phrase repeated by others, and, on inquiring as 
to its meaning, was told that it was a way of ask- 
ing whether one was fond of music The for- 
mula has long since gone out at fashion. 

Somewhat later in the season we were invited 
to dine at Lansdowne House. Among the guests 
present I remember Lord Morpeth. I had some 
conversation with the daughter of the houses Lady 
Louisa Fitzmaurice^ who was pleasing, but not 
pretty, and wore a dress of lig^t blue silk, with 
a necklace around her throat formed of many 
strands of fine gold chain. I was asked at this 
dinner whether I should object to sitting next 
to a colored person in, for example, a box at 
the opera. Were I asked this question to^y, I 
should reply that this would depend upon the 
character and cleanliness of the colored person, 
much as one would say in the case of a white 
man or woman. I remember that Lord Lans- 
downe wore a blue ribbon across his breast, and 
on it a flat star of silver. 

Among the well-remembered glories of that 
summer, the new delight of the drama holds an 
important place. I had been denied this pleasure 
in my girlhood, and my enjoyment of it at this 
time was fresh and intense. Among the atten- 
tions lavished upon us during that London season 
were frequent offers of a box at Covent Garden 
or *' Her Majesty's." These were never declined. 
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Of especial interest to me was a performance of 
Macready as Claude Melnotte in Bulwer's " Lady 
of Lyons." The part of Pauline was played by 
Helen Faucit Both of these artists were then 
at their best Thomas Appleton, of Boston, and 
William Wadsworth^ of Geneseo, were with us in 
our box. The pathetic moments of the play 
moved me to tears^ which I tried to hide. I soon 
saw that all my companions were affected in the 
same way, and were making the same effort. I 
saw Miss Faucit again at an entertainment given 
in aid of the fund for a monument to Mrs. Sid- 
dons. She recited an ode written for the occa- 
sion, of which I still recall the closing line : — 

"And measure what we owe by what she gave." 

I saw Grisi in the great r61e of Semiramide, 
and with her Brambilla, a famous contralto, and 
Fomasari, a basso whom I had longed to hear in 
the operas given in New York. I also saw Mile. 
Persiani in ''Linda di Chamounix" and ^Luda 
di Lammermoor.'' All of these occasions gave 
me unmitigated delight, but the crowning ecstasy 
of all I foimd in the ballet Fanny Elssler and 
Cerito were both upon the stage. The former 
had lost a little of her prestige^ but Cerito, an 
Italian, was then in her first bloom and wonder- 
fully graceful Of her performance my sister 
said to me, '' It seems to make us better to see 
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anything so beautiful" This remark recalls the 
oft-quoted dialogue between Margaret Fuller and 
Emerson ^ropos of Fanny Eissler's dancing ; — 

** Ifargaret, this is poetry.' 

** WaldOy this is religion.' 

I remember, years after this time» a talk with 
Theodore F^uker, in which I suggested that the 
best stage dandng gives us the classic in a fluent 
form, with the illumination of life and personality. 
I cannot recall, in the dances which I saw during 
that season, anything which appeared to me sen- 
sual or even sensuous. It was rather'the very 
ecstasy and embodiment of grace. 

A ball at Almack's certainly deserves mention 
in these pages, the place itself bdonging to the 
history of the London world of fashion. The one 
of which I now speak was given in aid of the 
Polish refugees who were then in London. The 
price of admission to this sacred precinct would 
have been extravagant for us, but cardsfor it were 
sent us by some hospitable friend. The same 
attention was shown to Mr. and Mrs. Mann, who 
with us presented themselves at the rooms on 
the appointed evening. 

We found them spacious enough, but with no 
splendor or beauty of decoration. A space at 
the upper end of the ball-room was marked oflf 
by rail or ribbon — I cannot remember ndiich. 
While we were wondering what this should mean. 
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a brilliant procession made its appearance, led by 
the Duchess of Sutherland in some historic cos- 
tume: She was followed by a number of persons 
of high rank, among whom I recognized her lovely 
daughters, Lady Elizabeth Leveson-Gower and 
Lady Evelyn. These young ladies and several 
others were attired in Polish costume^ to wit, polo> 
naises of light blue silk, and short white skirts 
which showed the prettiest little red boots imagin- 
able. This high and mighty company took pos- 
session of the space mentioned above^ where they 
proceeded to dance a quadrille in rather solemn 
state. 

The company outside this limit stood and looked 
on. Among the groups taking part in this state 
quadrille was one characterized by the dress worn 
at court presentations : the ladies in pink and blue 
brocades, with plumes and lappets; the gentle- 
men in small-clothes, with swords, — and all with 
powdered hair. 

I first met the Duchess of Sutherland at a din- 
ner given in our honor by Lord Morpeth's parents, 
the Earl and Countess of Cariisle; The Great 
Duchess, as the Duchess of Sutherland was often 
called, was still very handsome^ though already 
the mother of grown-up childrea She wore a 
dress of brown gauze or barige over light blue 
satin, with a wreath of brown velvet leaves and 
blue f oiget-me-nots in her hair, and on her arm. 
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among other jewds, a miniature of the Queen 
set in diamonds. At one time she was lifistress 
of the Robes, but I am not sure whether she held 
this office at the time of which I speak. Her re> 
lations with the palace were said to be veiy inti- 
mate and friendly. In the picture of the Queen's 
Coronation, so well known to us by engravings, 
hers is one of the most striking figures. 

We did, indeed, hear that on one occasion the 
Duchess had kept the Queen waiting, ancl that 
the sovereign said to her on her arrival, ** Duch- 
ess, you must allow me to present you with my 
watch, yours evidently does not keep good time.'* 
The eyes of the proud Duchess filled with tears^ 
and, on returning home^ she sent to the palace 
a letter resigning her post in the royal service. 
The Queen was, however, very fond of her, and 
the little difficulty was soon amicably settled. 

I recall a pleasantry about Lady Carlisle that 
was current in London society in the season of 
which I write. Sydney Smith pretended to have 
dreamed that Lord Morpeth had brought back a 
black wife from America, and that his mother, on 
seeing her, had said, ^ She is not so veiy black." 
Lady Cariisle was proverbial for her kindliness 
and good temper, and it was upon this point that 
the humor of the story turned. 

I will also mention a dinner given in our honor 
by John Kenyon, wdl known as a Bfaecenas of 
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that period Miss Sedgwick, in her book of travels, 
speaks of him as a distinguished conversationalist, 
much given to hospitality. He is also remem- 
bered as a cousin of Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 

The scenes just described still remain quite 
vivid in my memory, but it would be difficult for 
me to recount the visits made in those days by 
my husband and Horace Mann to public institu- 
tions of all kinds. I did indeed accompany the 
two philanthropists in some of their excursions, 
which included schools, workhouses, prisons, and 
asylums for the insane. 

We went one day, in company with Charles 
Dickens and his wife, to visit the old prison of 
Bridewell We found the treadmill in operation. 
Every now and then a man would give out, and 
would be allowed to leave the ungrateful work. 
The midday meal, bread and soup, was served 
to the prisoners while we were still in attendance: 
To one or two, as a punishment for some mis- 
demeanor, bread alone was given. Charles Dick- 
ens looked on, and presently said to Doctor Howe, 
** My God I if a woman thinks her son may come 
to this, I don't blame her if she strangles him in 
infancy." 

At Newgate prison we were shown the fetters 
of Jack Sheppard and those of Dick Turpin. 
While we were on the premises the van arrived 
with fresh prisoners, and one of the officials ap- 
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peared to jest with a young woman who had just 
been brought in, and who, it seemed, was already 
well known to the officers of justice. Dr. Howe 
did not fail to notice this with dis^probation. 

At one of the charity schools which we visited^ 
Mr. Mann asked whether corporal punishment 
was used. ^ Commonly, only this," said the mas- 
ter, calling up a little giri, and snapping a bit of 
india rubber upon her neck in a manner which 
caused her to cry out I need not say that the 
two gentlemen were indignant at this unprovoked 
infliction. 

In strong contrast to old-time Bridewdl ap- 
peared the model prison of Pentonvi]le» which we 
visited one day in company with Lord Morpeth 
and the Duke of Richmond. The system there 
was one of solitary confinement, much approved, 
if I remember rightly, by '* my lord duke^** who 
interested himself in showing us how perfectly it 
was carried out Neither at meals nor at prayers 
could any prisoner see or be seen by a f dlow pm- 
oner. The open yard was divided by brick walls 
into compartments, in each of wbkih a single 
felon, hooded, took his melancholy exercise. The 
prison was extremely neat Dr. Howe at the 
time approved of the solitary disdjdine. I am 
not sure whether he ever came to think diffid- 
ently about it 

At a diimer at Charies Dickens's wc met his 
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intimate friendi John Forster, a laix^er of some 
note, later known as the author of a biography of 
Dickens. When we arrivedi Mr. Forster was 
amusing himself with a small spaniel which had 
been sent to Mr. Dickens by an admiring friend, 
who desired that the dog might bear the name of 
Boz. Somewhat impatient of such tributes, Mr. 
Dickens had named it Snittel Timbury. Of the 
dinner, I only remember that it was of the best so 
far as concerns food, and that later in the evening 
we listened to some comic songs, of one of which 
I recall the refrain ; it ran thus : — 

" TIddj hi, tiddy ho, dddy hi ham, 
Thus wu it when Barbara Popkins was youngi'' 

Mr. Forster invited us to dine at his chambers 
in the Inns of Court Mr. and Mrs. Dickens 
were of the party, and also the painter Maclise^ 
whose work was then highly spoken of. After 
dinner, while we were taking cofiFee in the sitting- 
room, I had occasion to speak to my husband, and 
addressed him as ** darling." Thereupon Dickens 
slid down to the iSoor, and, lying on his back, held 
up one of his small feet, quivering with pretended 
emotion. ** Did she call him * darling ' ? " he cried. 

I was sorry indeed when the time came for us 
to leave London, and the more as one of the plea- 
sures there promised us had been that of a break- 
fast with Charles BuUer. Mr. Duller was the 
only person who at th^t time spoke to me of 
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Thomas Carlyle» already so great a cdebrity in 
America. He expressed great regard for Carlyle^ 
wfaOy he saidy had formerly been his tutor. I was 
sorry to find in papers of Carlyle's, recently pub* 
Iished» a rather migradous mention of this bril- 
liant young man, whose early death was much 
rqjetted in English society. 

From England we passed on to Wales, Scot* 
land, and Ireland. In the inn at Llangollen we 
saw an engraving representing two aged ladies 
sitting opposite to each other, engaged in scmie 
friendly game. These were the once famous 
maids whose romantic elopement and companion- 
ship of many years gave the place some celebrity. 
In the burying-ground of the parish church we 
were shown their tomb, bearing an inscription 
not only commemorating the ladies themsdves^ 
but making mention also of the lifelong service of 
a faithful female attendant 

Of my visit to Scotland, never repeated, I recall 
with interest Holyrood Palace, where the blood 
stain of Rizzio's miu^er was still shown on the 
wooden floor, the grave of Sir Walter Scott at 
Abbotsford, and Stirling Castle, where^ if I mis- 
take not, the regalia of Robert Bruce was shown 
us. Among the articles composing it was a cameo 
of great beauty, surrounded by diamonds, and a 
crown set with large turquoises and sapphires. 

We passed a Sunday at Mehx>se^ and attended 
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an open-air service in the ruins of the ancient 
abbey. We saw little of Edinburgh besides its 
buildings, the society people of the place being 
mostly in villeggiatura. Mr. Sumner had given 
us letters to two of the law lords. One of these 
invited us to a seaside dinner at some little dis- 
tance from town. The other entertained us at 
his city residence. 

Of greater interest was our tour in Ireland. 
Lord Morpeth had given us some introductions 
to friends in Dublin. At the same time he had 
written Mr. Sumner that he hoped Dr. Howe 
would not in any way become conspicuous as a 
friend to the Repeal measures which were then 
much in the public mind. This Repeal portended 
nothing less than the disruption of the existing 
political union between Ireland and England. 
The Dublin Com Exchange was the place in 
which Repeal meetings were usually held. We 
attended one of these. My sister and I had seats 
in the gallery, which was reserved for ladies. Dr. 
Howe remained on the floor. This meeting had 
for one of its objects the acknowledgment of funds 
recently sent from America. The women who 
sat near us in the gallery found out, somehow, 
that we were Americans, and that an American 
gentleman had accompanied us to the meeting. 
They insisted upon making this known, and only 
forbore to do so at our earnest request. 
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These friends were vehement in their praise of 
O'Connelly who was the principal speaker of the 
occasion. ~He*8 the best man, the most reli- 
gious I " they said ; ''he communes so often." I 
remember his appearance well, but can recall 
nothing of his address. He was tall, blond, and 
florid, with remarkable vivacity of speech and of ex- 
pression. His popularity was certainly very great 
While he was speaking, a gentleman entered and 
aiqiroached him. ''How d'ye do, Tom Stede?" 
said O'Connell, shaking hands with the new-comer. 
The audience Bpplaxtded loudly, Steele being an 
intimate friend andally of O'Connell, and, like him, 
an earnest partisan cl Repeal 

Mr. George Ticknor, of Boston, had given us a 
letter to Miss Edgeworth, who resided at some 
distance from the dty of Dublin. From her we 
soon received an invitation to luncheon, of which 
we gladly availed ourselves. Our hostess met us 
with a warm welcome: She had had some cor- 
respondence with Dr. Howe, and seemed mudi 
Incased to make his acquaintance. I remember 
her as a little old lady, with an old-fashioned cap 
and curls. She was very vivacious, and had mudi 
to say to Dr. Howe about Laura Bridgman. He 
in turn asked what she thought of the Repeal 
movement She said in reply, "I don't under- 
stand what O'Connell reaUy means." 

Some one present casually mentioned the new 
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substitution of lard oil for whale oil for use in 
lamps. Miss Edgeworth said, ''I hear that, in 
consequence of this new fetshion, the whale can- 
not bear the sight of a pig." We met on this 
occasion a half-brother and a half-sister of Miss 
Edgeworth, much younger than hersell I think 
that they must have been twins, so closely did they 
resemble each other in appearance. At parting 
Miss Edgeworth gave each of us an etching of 
Irish peasants, the work of a friend of hers. 
On the one which she gave to my husband she 
wrote, " From a lover of truth to a lover of truth." 

After leaving Dublin we traveled north as far 
as the Giant's Causeway. The state of the country 
was very forlorn. The peasantry lived in wretched 
hovels of one or two rooms, the floor of mud, the 
pig taking his ease within doors, and the chickens 
roosting above the fireplace: Beggars were seen 
everywhere, and of the most persistent sort In 
most places where we stopped for the night, ac- 
commodations were far from satisfactory. The 
safest dishes to order were stirabout and potatoes. 

My husband had received an urgent invitation 
from an Irish nobleman. Lord Walcourt, to visit 
him at his estate^ which was in the south of Ire- 
land. We found Lord Walcourt living very sim- 
ply, with two young daughters and a baby son. 
He told my husband that when he first read a 
book of Fourier, he instantly went over to France 
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to make the acqnamtanoe of the author, whom he 
greatly admired. *' If I had only read on to the 
end of the book,"* he sauI, ** I should have seen 
that Fourier was already dead.'* 

He told us that Lady Walcourt spent much 
time m London or on the Contment, from which 
we gathered that country life in Ireland was not 
much to her taste. Dr. Howe and our host had 
a good deal of talk together concerning socialistic 
and other reforms. My sister and I found his 
housekeeping rather meagre. He was evidently 
a whole-souled man, but we learned later cm that 
he was considered very eccentric. 

A visit to the poet Wordsworth was one of the 
brilliant visions that floated before my eyes at this 
time. Mr. Ticknor had kindly furnished us with 
an introduction to the great man, who was then 
at the height of his popularity. To criticise 
Wordsworth and to praise Byron were matters 
equally unpardonable in the London of that time^ 
when London was, what it has ceased to be^ the 
very heart and centre of the literary world Of 
our journey to the lake country I can now recall 
little^ save that its last stagey a drive of ten or 
more miles from the railway station to the poet's 
village, was rendered very comfortless by constant 
showers, and by an ill-broken horse which more 
than once threatened mischief. Arrived at the 
inn, my husband called at the Wordsworth resk 
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dence^ and left there his card and the letter of in- 
troduction. In return a note was soon sent, 
inviting us to take tea that evening with Mr. and 
Mrs. Wordsworth. 

Our visit was a very disappointing one: The 
widowed daughter of our host had lost heavily by 
the failure of certain American securities. These 
losses formed the sole topic of conversation not 
only between Wordsworth and Dr. Howe^ but 
also between the ladies of the family, my sister, 
and myself. The tea to which we had been bid- 
den was simply a cup of tea, served without a 
table. We bore the harassing conversation as 
long as we could. The only remark of Words- 
worth's which I brought away was this: ''The 
misfortune of Ireland is that it was only a partially 
conquered country." When we took leave, the 
poet expressed his willingness to serve us during 
our stay in his neighborhood. We left it, however, 
on the following morning, without seeing him or 
his again. 

A little akin to this experience was that of a 
visit to the Bank of England, made at the invita- 
tion of one of its officers whom I had known and 
entertained in America. Another of the function- 
aries of the bank volunteered his services as a 
cicerone. He showed us among other things the 
treasure recently received from the Chinese gov- 
ernment, in payment of a war indemnity. It was 
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an in little blocks, parallelograms and horseshoes 
of gold and silver. An ingenious little machine 
was also shown us for the detection of light weight 
sovereigns. We paid for his attention by listen- 
ing to many uncivil pleasantries regarding the 
financial condition of our own country. I still 
remember the insolent sneer with which this gen- 
tleman saidi ** By the bye, have you sold the Bank 
of the United States yet ? " He was presumably 
Ignorant of the real history of the bank, which 
had long ceased to be a government institution. 
President Jackson having annulled its charter and 
removed the government deposits. 

I mention these incidents because they were 
the only exceptions to the uniform kindness with 
which we were generally received, and to the 
homage paid to my husband as one of the most 
illustrious of modem philanthropists. 

Berlin would have been the next important 
stop in our journey but for an impediment which 
we had hardly anticipated. In the days of the 
French revolution of 1830^ the Poles had made 
one of their oft-repeated struggles to r^;ain luu 
tional independence. General La&yette was 
much interested in this movement, and at his 
request Dr. Howe undertook to convey to some 
of the Polish chiefs funds sent for their aid by 
persons in the United States. He succeeded in 
accomplishing this errand, but was arrested <»i the 
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very night of his arrival ii^ Berlin* and was only 
released by the intervention of our government, 
after a tedious imprisonment au secret. He was 
then sent with a military escort to the confines of 
Pmssia with the warning to return no more. 

Thirteen years had elapsed since these events 
took place: Dr. Howe had meantime acquired a 
world-wide reputation as a philanthropist The 
Poles had long been subdued, and Europe seemed 
to be free from all revolutionary threatenings. 
Through the intervention of Chevalier Bunsen, 
who was then Prussian ambassador at the Court 
of St Jamesi Dr. Howe applied for permbsion 
to revisit the kingdom of Prussia, but this was 
refused him. Some years after this time^ Dr. 
Howe received from the Prussian government a 
gold medal in acknowledgment of his services to 
the blind. On weighing it, he found that the 
value of the gold was equal to the amount of 
money which he had been required to pay for his 
board in the prison at Berlin. In spite of the 
prohibition, we managed to see something of the 
Rhine, and joum^ed through Switzerland and 
the Austrian Tyrol to Vienna, where we remained 
for some weeks. We here made the acquaint- 
ance of Madame von Walther and her daughter 
Theresa, afterward known as Madame Pulszky, 
the wife of one of Louis Kossuth's most valued 
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Arrivmg in Milan, we presented a letter of in» 
troduction from Miss Catharine Sedgwick to Count 
Confalonieriv after Silvio Pellico the most distin- 
guished of the Italian patriots who underwent 
nnprisonment in the Austrian fortress of Spidberg. 
His life had been spared only through the pas- 
sionate pleading of his wif e^ who travded day and 
night to throw herself at the feet of the Empress, 
imploring the commutation of the death sentence 
passed upon her husband. This heroic woman 
did not long survive the granting ci her prayer. 
She died while her husband was still in prison ; 
but the men who had been his companions in 
misfortune so revered her memory as always to 
lift their hats when they passed near her grave. 
Years had elapsed since the events of which I 
speak, and the count had married a second wife^ 
a lively and attractive person, from whom, as from 
the count, we received many kind attentions. 

Dr. Howe was at this time called to Paris by 
some special business, and I remained a month 
in Milan with my sister. We greatly enjoyed the 
beauty of the cathedral and the hospitality of 
our new friends. Among these were the Marchese 
Arconati and his wife, a lady of much distinction, 
and in after years a friend of Margaret Fuller. 

Some delightful entertainments were given us 
by these and other friends, and I remember with 
pleasure an expedition to Monza, where the iroo 
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crown of the Lombard kingdom is still shown. 
Napoleon is said to have placed it on his head 
while he was still First Consul Apropos of this, 
we saw in one of the Milanese mansions a seat on 
which Napoleon had once sat, and which, in com- 
memoration of this, bore the inscription, '^Egli 
d ha dato I'unione " (He gave us imity). Alas 1 
this precious boon was only secured to Italy many 
years later, and after much shedding of blood 

Several of the former captives of Spielberg 
were living in Milan at this time. Of these I may 
mention Castiglia and the advocate BorsierL Two 
others, Foresti and Albinola, I had often seen in 
New York, where they lived for many years, 
beloved and respected. In all of them, a per- 
fectly childish delight in living seemed to make 
amends for the long and dreaxy years passed in 
prison. Every pulse-beat of freedom was a joy 
to them. Yet the iron had entered deeply into 
their souls. Natural leaders and men of promise, 
they had been taken out of the world of active 
life in the very flower of their youth and strength. 
The fortress in which they were confined was 
gloomy and desolate. For many months no books 
were allowed them, and in the end only books of 
religion, so called. They had begged for employ- 
ment, and were given wool to knit stockings, and 
dirty linen rags to scrape for lint, with the sar- 
castic remark that to people of their benevolent 



BfARRIAGE: TOUR IN EUROPE i« 

m such work as this last should be most 
congeniaL The time^ they said, seemed endless 
in passing, but little when past, no events having 
diversified its dull blankness. 

When I listened to the conversation of these 
men, and saw Italy so boimd hand and foot by 
Austrian and other tyrants, I felt only the hope- 
less chaos of the political outlook. Where should 
freedom come from ? The logical bond of impris- 
onment seemed complete. It was sealed with 
four impregnable fortresses, and the great spiritual 
tyranny sat enthroned in the centre^ and had its 
response in every other despotic centre of the 
globe. I almost ask to^lay, ^By what miracle 
was the great structure overthrown?'* But the 
remembrance of this miracle forbids me to de- 
spair of any great deliverance, however desired 
and delayed He ixdio maketh the wrath of man 
to serve Him can make liberty blossom out of the 
very rod that the tyrant wields. 

The emotions with which people in general ap- 
proach the historic sites of the world have been 
so often described as to make it needless for me 
to dwell upon my own. But I will mention the 
thrill of wonder which overcame me as we drove 
over the Campagna and caught the first glimpse 
of St Peter's dome. Was it possible? Had I 
lived to come within sight of the great city. Mis- 
tress of the World ? Like much else in my jour* 
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neying, this appeared to me like something seen 
in a dream, scarcely to be apprehended by the 
bodily senses. 

The Rome that I then saw was mediaeval in its 
aspect A great gloom and silence hung over it 
Coming to establish ourselves for the winter, we 
felt the pressure of many discomforts, especially 
that of the imperfect heating of houses. Our 
first quarters were in Torlonia's palace on the 
Piazza di Spagna. My husband found these 
gloomy and sunless, and was soon attracted by 
a small but comfortable apartment in Via San 
Nicoli da Tolentino, where we passed a part of 
the winter. There my husband undertook one 
day to make a real Christmas fire. In doing so 
he dragged the logs too far forward on the imsub- 
stantial hearth, setting fire to the crossbeams 
which supported the floor. This was fortunately 
discovered before the danger became imminent, 
and the mischief was soon remedied. I was not 
allowed to hear about it imtil long afterwards. 

Dr. Howe went out early one morning, and did 
not return until late in the evening. Had I 
known at the time the reason of his absence^ I 
should have felt great anxiety. He had gone to 
the post-office, but in doing so had passed some 
spot at which a sentry was stationed. He hap- 
pened to be absorbed in his own thoughts, and did 
not notice the warning given. The sentry 
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him, and Dr. Howe began to beat him over th6 
head. A crowd soon gathered, and my husband 
was arrested and taken to the guard-house. The 
situation was a grave one^ but the doctor immedi^ 
ately sent for the American consul, George Wash- 
ington Greene. With the aid of this friendly 
official the necessary explanations were made and 
accepted, and the prisoner was liberated. 

The consul just mentioned was a cousin of my 
father and a grandson of the famous General Na- 
thanael Greene of the Revolution. He was much 
at home in Roman society, and through him we had 
access to the principal houses in which were given 
the great entertainments of the season. The first 
at these that I attended appeared to me a melan* 
choly failure, judging by our American ideas of a 
pleasant evening party. The great ladies sat very 
quietly in the salon of reception, and the gentle- 
men spoke to them in an undertone. There was 
none of the joyous efifusion with which even a 
** few friends " meet on similar occasions in Boston 
or New York. Exceeding stiffness was obviously 
the ** good form " of the occasioa 

A ball given by the banker prince, Torlonia^ 
presented a more animated scene. The beautiful 
princess of the house, then in the bloom of her 
youth, was conspicuous among the dancers. Her 
fair head was encircled by a fine tiara ci diamonds. 
She was by birth a Colonna. The attraction ol 
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the great fortune was said to have led to her alli- 
ance with the prince, who was equally her superior 
in age and her inferior in rank. I was told that 
he had presented his bride with the pearls formerly 
belonging to the shrine of the Madonna of Loretto^ 
and I remember to have seen her once in evening 
dressi adorned with pearls of enormous siz^ which 
were probably those in question. I thought her 
quite as beautiful on another occasion, when she 
wore a simple gown of Scru sflk, with a necklace 
of carved coral beads. This was at a reception 
given at the charity school of San Michele, where 
a play was performed by the pupils of the institu- 
tion. The theme of the drama was the worship 
of the golden calf by the Israelites and the over- 
throw of the idol by Moses. 

The industrial school of San Michele, like every 
other institution in the Rome of that time^ was 
entirely under ecclesiastical control. If I remem- 
ber rightly, Monsignore Morecchini had to do with 
its management This interesting man stood at 
the time at the head of the administration of pub- 
lic charities. He called one day at om- lodgings, 
and I had the pleasure of listening to a long con- 
versation between him and my husband, regarding 
chiefly the theme in which both gentlemen were 
most deeply interested, the education of the work- 
ing classes. I was present, some time later, at a 
meeting of the Academy of St Luke, at which 
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the same monsignore made an address of some 
length, and with his own hands presented the 
medals awarded to successful artists. One of 
these was given to an Italian lady, who appeared 
in the black costume and lace veil which are still 
de rigueurzX all functions of the papal court I 
remember that the monsignore delivered his ad- 
dress with a sort of rhythmic intoning, not unlike 
the singsong of the Quaker preaching di fifty 
years ago. 

Of the matter of his discourse I caa recall only 
one sentence, in which he mentioned as one of 
the boasts of Rome the fact that she possessed 
la maggiore basilica del mondo^ ^the largest 
basilica in the world'* The Church of St Peter, 
like that of Santa Maria Maggior^ is indeed 
modeled after the desq^ of the basilicas or courts 
of justice of ancient Rom^ and Italians are apt 
to speak of it as ''la basiKca di san Pietro." To 
another mcmsignore; Baggs by nam^ and KsIk^ 
of Pella, we owed our presentation to Pbpe Gregory 
Sixteenth, the immediate predecessor of Pope 
Pius Ninth. Our cousin the consul, George W. 
Greene, went with us to the reception acoMtied 
us. Pl&pal etiquette was not rigorous in those 
days. It only required that we should make three 
genuflections, simply bows, as we approadled the 
spot where the Pope stood, and three more in 
retiring, as from a royal presence; withwt tumiqg 
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our backs. Monsignore Baggs, after presenting 
my husbandt said to him, ** Dr. Howe^ you should 
tell his Holiness about the little blind girl [Laura 
Bridgman] whom you educated.^ The Pope re- 
marked that he had been assured that the blind 
were able to distinguish colors by the touch. Dr. 
Howe said that he did not believe this. His opin- 
ion was that if a blind person could distinguish a 
stuff of any particular color, it must be through 
some effect of the dye upon the texture of the cloth. 

The Pope said that he had heard there had 
been few Americans in Europe during the past 
season, and had been told that they had been 
kept at home by the want of money, for which he 
made the familiar sign with his thumb and fore- 
finger. Apropos of I forget what, he remarked, 
** Chi mi sente dare la benedizione del balcone di 
san Pietro intende ch' io non sono un giovinotto^'' 
** A^oever hears me give the benediction from the 
balcony of St Peter's will imderstand that I am 
not a youth." The audience concluded, the Pope 
obligmgly turned his back upon us, as if to exam- 
ine something lying on the table which stood be- 
hind him, and thus spared us the inconvenience 
of bowing, ciutsying, and retiring backward. 

I remember to have heard of a great floral fes- 
tival held not long after this time at some village 
near Rome. Among other exhibits appeared a 
medallion of his Holiness all done in flowers, the 
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nose being made rather bright with carnations. 
The Pope visited the show» and on seeing the me- 
dallion exclaimed, laughing, ** Son brutto da vero, 
ma non cosl " (I am ugly indeed, but not like this). 

The experience of our winter in Rome could 
not be repeated at this day of the world. The 
Rome of fifty-five years ago was altogether me- 
diaeval in its aspect The great indosure within 
its walls was but sparsely inhabited. Convent 
gardens and villas of the nobility occupied much 
space. The city attracted mostly students and 
lovers of art The studios of painters and sculp- 
tors were much visited, and wealthy patrons of 
the arts gave orders for many costly works. Such 
glimpses as were afiforded of Roman society had 
no great attraction other than that of novelty for 
persons accustomed to reasonable society dse- 
where. The strangeness of titles, the glitter of 
jewels, amused for a time the traveler, who was 
nevertheless glad to return to a world in which 
ceremony was less dominant and absolute. 

Among the frequent visitors at our rooms were 
the sculptor Crawford, Luther Terry, and Free- 
man, well known then and since as painters of 
merit Between the first named of these and the 
elder of my two sisters an attachment sprang vp, 
which culminated in marriage. Another artist of 
repute, Tdrmer by name, often passed the evening 
with u& He was somewhat deformed, and oar 
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man-servant always announced him as ** Quel gob- 
bettOy signor/' " That hunchbacki sir/' 

The months slipped away very rapidly, and the 
early spring brought the dear gift of another life 
to gladden and enlarge our own. My dearest^ 
eldest child was bom at Palazzetto Torlonia, on 
the 1 2th of March, 1844. At my request, the 
name of Julia Romana was given to hen As an 
infant she possessed remarkable beauty, and her 
radiant little face appeared to me to reflect the 
lovely forms and faces which I had so earnestly 
contemplated before her birth. 

Of the months preceding this event I cannot 
at this date give any veiy connected accoimt 
The experience was at once a dream and a revela- 
tion. My mind had been able to anticipate some- 
thing of the achievements of human thought, but 
of the patient work of the artist I had not had 
the smallest conception. 

We visited, one day, the catacombs of St Calix- 
tus with a party of friends, among whom was the 
then celebrated F^uire Machi, an ecclesiastic who 
was considered a supreme authority in this depart- 
ment of historic research. Acting as our guid^ 
he pointed out to us the burial-places of mart)rrs, 
distinguished by the outline of a palm rudely 
impressed on the tufa out of which the various 
graves have been hollowed. We explored with 
him the little chapels which bear witness to the 
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ancient holding of religious services in this dark 
underground city of the dead In these chapels 
the pictured emblem of the fish is often met with. 
Scholars do not need to be reminded that the 
Greek word Ix^ was adopted by the early Chris- 
tians as an anagram of the name and title of their 
leader. Each of us carried a lighted taper, and we 
were careful to keep well together, mindful oi the 
danger of losing ourselves in the depths of these 
vast caverns. A story was told us (rf aparty which 
was thus lost, and could never be found again, 
although a band of music was sent after them in 
the hope of bringing them into safety. While we 
were giving heed to the instructive discourse of 
Padre Machi, a mischievous youth of the company 
came near to me and said in a low voice, " Has it 
occurred to you that if our guide should suddenly 
die here of apoplexy, we should never be able to 
find our way out ? '' This thought was dreadful 
indeed, and I confess that I was very thankful 
when at last we emerged from the depths into the 
blessed daylight 

Among the wonderful sights of that winter, I 
recall an evening visit to the sculpture gallery of 
the Vatican, where the statues were shown us by 
torchlight I had not as yet made acquaintance 
with those marble shapes, which were rendered so 
lifelike by the artful illumination that when I saw 
them afterward in the daylight, it seemed to me 
that they had died. 
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My husband visited one day the Castle of St 
Angelo, which was then not only a fortress but 
also a prison for political o£fenders. As he passed 
through one of the corridors, a young man from 
an inner room or cell rushed out and addressed 
him, apparently in great distress of mind. He 
criedy " For the love of God, sir, try to help me I 
I was taken from my home a fortnight since, I 
know not why, and was brought here, where I am 
detained, utterly ignorant of the grounds of my 
arrest and imprisonment." This incident disturbed 
my husband very much. Of course^ he could do 
nothing to aid the unfortunate man. 

We were invited, one evening, to attend what 
the Romans still call an '' accademia," i, e. a sort 
of literary club or association. It was held in 
what appeared to be a public hall, with a platform 
on which were seated those about to take part 
in the exercises of the evening. Among these 
were two cardinals, one of whom read aloud some 
Greek verses, the other a Latin discourse, both 
of which were applauded. After or before these^ 
I cannot remember which, came a recitation from 
a once famous improvisatrice, Rosa TaddeL She 
is mentioned by Sismondi in one of his works as 
a young person, most wonderful in her perform- 
ance. She was now a woman of middle age, 
wearing a sober gown and cap. The poem which 
she read was on the happiness to be derived from 
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a famfly of adopted chfldren. I remember its 
concIosioiL He who should give himself to the 
care of other people's children wotdd be entitled 
to say: — 

** Fomud qoeitai fiinlglla 
Sol coIU mia Tirta.** 

"I built mjidf tiiii family 
■olely bj mj own meriL" 

The performances concluded with a satirical 
poem given by a layman, and describing the indig- 
nation of an el^^t ecclesiastic at the visit of a 
man in poor and shabby clothes. His complaint 
is answered by a friend, who remarks : — 

** La Tostim eccellena 
Vorrebbe tntd i poTerelli ricchL** 

** Your EzceUenqr 
would have erery poor fdlow ridL** 

The presence of the cdebrated phrenologist 
George Combe, in Rome at this time added much 
to Dr. Howe's enjoyment of the winter, and to 
mine. His wife was a daughter of the great 
actress, Mrs. Siddons, and was a person of ezcd- 
lent mind and manners. Observing that she al- 
ways appeared in black, I asked one day whether 
she was in mourning for a near relative. She 
replied, rather apologetically, that she adopted 
this dress on account of its convenience^ and thai 
English ladies, in travding, (rften did sa 

I remember that Fanny Kemble, who was a 
cousin of Mrs. Comb^ once related the following 
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anecdote to Dr. Howe and myself : ^* Cecilia [Mrs. 
Combe] had grown up in her mother's shadow, 
for Mrs. Siddons was to the last such a social 
idol as to absorb the notice of people wherever 
she went, leaving little attention to be bestowed 
upon her daughter. This was rather calculated 
to sour the daughter's disposition, and naturally 
had that effect" Mrs. Kemble then spoke of 
a visit which she had made at her cousin's bouse 
after her marriage to Mr. Combe. In taking 
leave, she could not refrain from exclaiming, ** Oh, 
Cecilia, how you have improved I " to which Mrs. 
Combe replied, '* Who could help improving when 
living with perfection ? " 

Dr. Howe and Mr. Combe sometimes visited 
the galleries in company, viewing the works therein 
contained in the light of their favorite theory. I 
remember having gone with them through the 
great sculpture hall of the Vatican, listening with 
edification to their instructive conversation. They 
stood for some time before the well-known head 
of Zeus, the contour and features of which ap- 
peared to them quite orthodoxy according to the 
standard of phrenology. 

In this last my husband was rather an enthusi- 
astic believer. He was apt, in judging new ac- 
quaintances, to note closely the shape of the head, 
and at one time was unwilling even to allow a 
woman servant to be engaged until, at his request, 
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she had removed her bonnet, giving him an oppat' 
tunity to form his estimate of her character or, at 
least, of her natural proclivities. In common with 
Horace Mann, he held Mr. Combe to be one of 
the first intelligences of the age, and esteemed his 
work on "The Constitution of Man** as one of 
the greatest of human productions. 

When, in the spring of 1844, 1 left Rom^ in 
company with my husband, my sisters, and my 
baby, it seemed like returning to the living world 
after a long separation from it In spite of all 
its attractions, I was glad to stand once more face 
to face with the belongings of my own time. 

We journeyed first to Naples, which I saw with 
delight, thence by steamer to Marseilles, and by 
nver boat and diligence to F^iris. 

My husband's love of the unusual must, I thinks 
have prompted him to seciire passage for our party 
<m board the little steamer which carried us weU 
on our way to Paris. Its small cabin was without 
sleeping accommodations of any kind. As the 
boat always remained in some port overnight. 
Dr. Howe found it possible to hire mattres9es for 
us, which, alas, were taken away at daybreak^ 
when our journey was resumed 

Of the places visited on our way I will mention 
only Avignon, a city of great historic interest, 
retaining little in the present day to remind the 
traveler of its former importance. My husband 
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here found a bricabrac shop, containing much 
curious fumitiu-e of ancient date. Among its 
contents were two cabinets of carved wood, which 
so fascinated him that, finding himself imable to 
decide in favor of either, he concluded to purchase 
both of them. The dealer of whom he bought 
them promised to have them packed so solidly 
that they might be thrown out of an upper win- 
dow without sustaining any injury, adding, ** Et de 
plus, j'dcrirai li dessus * tr&s fragile ' " (And in addi- 
tion, I will mark it ** very fragile "), which amused 
my husband He had justified this purchase to 
me by reminding me that we should presently 
have our house to furnish. Indeed, the two cabi- 
nets proved an excellent investment, and are as 
handsome as ever, after much wear and tear of 
other household goods. 

We made some stay in Paris, of which city I 
have chronicled elsewhere my first impressions. 
Among these was the pain of hearing a lecture 
from Philarite Chasles, in which he spoke most 
disparagingly of American literature, and of our 
country in general He said that we had con- 
tributed nothing of value to the world of letters. 
Yet we had already given it the writings of Irving, 
Hawthorne, Emerson, Longfellow, Bryant, and Foe. 
It is true that these authors were little, if at all, 
known in France at that time ; but the speaker, 
proposing to instruct the public, ought to have 
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informed himself concerning that hereof he 
assmned to speak with knowledge; 

Dr. Howe attended one of the official receptions 
of M. Guizoty who was prime minister at this time. 
I tried to persuade him to wear the decorations 
given him by the Greek government in recognition 
of his services in the Greek revolution^ but he 
refused to do so, thinking such ornaments unfit- 
ting a republican. I had the pleasure of witness- 
ing one of the last performances of the celebrated 
datiseuse^ Madame TaglionL She it was of whom 
one of the same profession said, ^ Nous autres, 
nous sautons et nous tombons, mais elle monte et 
elle descend." The ballet was '' La Sylphide^'* in 
which she had achieved one of her eariiest tri- 
umphs. Remembering this. Dr. Howe found her 
somewhat changed for the worse: I admired her 
very much, and her dancing appeared to me char- 
acterized by a perfection and finish which placed 
her beyond competition with more recent favorites. 

I was fortunate also in seeing Mademoiselle 
Rachel in '' La Czarina," a part which did not give 
full scope for her great talent The demerits of 
the play, however, could not wholly overcloud the 
splendor of her unique personality, ^diich at mo- 
ments electrified the audience. 

Our second visit to England, in the autumn of 
the year 1844, on the way back to our own coun- 
try, was less brilliant and novel than our first, but 
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scarcely less in interest. We had received several 
invitations to visit friends at their country resi- 
dences, and these opened to us the most delight- 
ful aspect of English hospitality. The English 
are nowhere so much at home as in the country, 
and they willingly make their visitors at home 
also. 

Our first visit was at Atherstone, then the resi- 
dence of Giarles Nolte Bracebridge, one of the 
best specimens of an English country gentleman 
of the old school His wife was a very accom- 
plished gentlewoman, skillful alike with pencil and 
with needle, and possessed of much literary culture. 
We met here, among other guests, Mr. Heniy 
Reeve^ well known in the literary society of that 
tune. Mrs. Bracebridge told us much of Flor- 
ence Nightingale, then about twenty-four years old, 
already considered a person of remarkable char- 
acter. Our hosts had visited Athens, and sympa- 
thized with my husband in his views regarding 
the Greeks. They were also familiar with the 
farther East, and had brought cedars from Moimt 
Lebanon and Arab horses from I know not where; 

Atherstone was not far from Coventry. Mr. 
Bracebridge claimed descent from Lady Godiva, 
and informed me that a descendant of Peeping 
Tom of Coventry was still to be found in that 
place. He himself was lord of the manor, but 
had neither son nor daughter to succeed him. He 
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told me some rather weird stories, one of whkh 
was that he had once waked in the night to see 
a female figure seated by his fireside. I think 
that the ghost was that of an old retainer at the 
fanply, or possibly an ancestress. An old pro- 
phecy also had been ifulfilled with regard to his 
property. This was that when a certain piece of 
land should pass from the possession (rf the foniily» 
a small island on the estate would cease to exist 
The property was sold, and the island somehow 
became attached to the mainland, and as an island 
ceased to exist 

My two sisters accompanied Dr. Howe and my«- 
self in the round of visits which I am now record- 
ing. They were young women of great personal 
attraction, the elder of the two an unquestioned 
beauty, the younger gifted with an individual 
charm of loveliness. They were much admired 
among our new friends. Thomas Appleton fol- 
lowed us at one of the houses in which we stayed. 
He told me, long afterwards, that he was asked at 
this time whether there were many young ladies 
in America as charming as the Misses Ward. 

Mrs. Bracebridge in speaking to me at Florence 
Nightingale as a young person likely to make 
an exceptional record, told me that her mother 
rather feared this, and would have pref e ir e d the 
usual conventional life for her daughter. The 
father was a pronounced Liberal, and a Unitarian, 
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While we were still at Atherstone^ we received 
an invitation to pass a few days with the Night- 
ingale family at Emblee» and betook ourselves 
thither. We found a fine mansion of Elizabethan 
architecture, and a cordial receptioa The family 
consisted of father and mother and two daughters, 
both bom during their parents' residence in Italy, 
and respectively christened Parthenope and Flor- 
ence, one having first seen the light in the city 
whose name she bore, the other in Naples. 

Of the two, Parthenope was the elder ; she was 
not handsome, but "Nzspiquante and entertaining. 
Florence, the younger sister, was rather elegant 
than beautiful; she was tall and graceful of 
figure^ her countenance mobile and expressive^ her 
conversation most interesting. Having heard 
much of Dr. Howe as a philanthropist, she resolved 
to consult him upon a matter which she already 
had at heart She accordingly requested him one 
day to meet her on the following morning, before 
the hour for the family breakfast. He did so, 
and she opened the way to the desired conference 
by saying, " Dr. Howe, if I should determine to 
study niu-sing; and to devote my life to that profes- 
sion, do you think it would be a dreadful thing ? ** 

*' By no means," replied my husband. " I think 
that it would be a very good thing." 

So much and no more of the conversation Dr. 
Howe repeated to me. We soon heard that Miss 
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Florence was devoting herself to the study of her 
predflection ; and when, years after this time^ the 
Crimean war broke out, we were among the few 
who were not astonished at the undertaking which 
made her name world famous. 

Just before our final embaikation for America, 
we passed a few days with the same friends at 
Lea Hurst, a pretty country seat near Malvern. 
There we met the well-known historian, Henry 
Hallam, celebrated also as the father of Tenny- 
son's lamented Arthur. ''Martin Chuzzlewit" 
had recently appeared, and I remember that Mr. 
Hallam read aloud with much amusement the 
feunous transcendental episode beginning, ^To 
be introduced to a Pogram by a Hominy." Mr. 
Hallam asked me whether talk of this sort was 
ever heard in transcendental circles in America. 
I was obliged to confess that the caricature was 
not altogether without foundatioa 

Soon after reaching London for the second 
time^ we were invited to visit Dr. and Mrs. Fowler 
at Salisbury. The doctor was much interested in 
anthropology and kindred topics, and my husband 
found in him a congenial friend. The housewas 
a modest one^ but the housdceeping was genero u s 
and tasteful As Salisbury was a cathedral town, 
the prominent people at the place naturally be- 
Icnged to the Anglican Church. At the Fowlers' 
hospitable board we met the bishop^ the dean, the 
rector, and the curate. 
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I attended several services in the beautiful 
cathedral, and enjoyed very much a visit to Stone- 
henge, which we made in company with our hosts, 
in a carriage drawn by two small mules. I 
inquired why they used mules in preference to 
horses, and was told that it was to avoid the tax 
imposed upon the latter. Stonehenge was in the 
district of Old Sarum, once a rotten borough, as 
certain places in England were termed which, 
with little or no population, had yet the right to 
be represented in Parliament Dr. Fowler was 
familiar with the ancient history of the place, 
which, as we saw it, contained nothing but an area 
of desolate sand The wonderful Druidical stones 
of Stonehenge commanded oiu* attention. They 
are too well known to need description. Our host 
could throw no light upon their history, which 
belongs, one must suppose^ with that of kindred 
constructions in Brittany. 

Bishop Denison, at the time of our visit, was 
still saddened by the loss of a beloved wife. He 
invited us to a dinner at which his sister, Miss 
Denison, presided. The dean and bis wife were 
present, the Fowlers, and one or two other guests. 
To my surprise^ the bishop gave me his arm and 
conducted me to the table, where he seated me 
on his right. Mrs. Fowler afterwards remarked 
to me, "How charming it was of the bishop to 
take you in to dinner. As an American you have 
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no lankt and are therefore exempt from all ques- 
tions of precedence." 

Mrs. Fowler once described to me an intimate 
little dinner with the poet Rogers, for which he 
had promised to provide just enough, and no more. 
Each dish exactly matched the three convives. 
Half of a chicken su£Sced for the roast As his 
usual style of entertainment was very elq;ant» he 
probably derived some amusement from this un- 
necessary economy. 

We left Salisbury with regret. Dr. Fowler giv- 
ing Dr. Howe a parting injunction to visit Rother- 
hithe workhouse^ where he himself had seen an 
old woman who was blind, dea^ and crippled. My 
husband made this visit, and wrote an account of 
it to Dr. Fowler.^ He read this to me before 

1 TUi old woman was one ei a Bmnber of tr^)ly- aflii c to d 
penoQS — deaf, dumb, k d blind — whom Dr. Howe found doM 
to visit on this wedding trip, beginning tiieir instruction UoMsIf 
in some casesi and inter eating persons in tiie nd^hborfaood ia 
canying it on. In his report of tlie Institotioo for tlie BOad^ 
written after his retnm from £arope in i844ff ^ gives an a<y 
ooont of tliese caaes, doaing widi an eloquent Mppml in behalf 
of tiiase ne^ected and soffering members of tlie hnman fiunflf • 

- And here the question will recnr to jon (for I donbt not it 
has occorred adomn times already). Can nothing be done to <Ss- 
inter this human aool ? It is late, but perhaps not too late. Tlw 
whole neighborhood would msh to save this woman if alio wm 
boried alive by the caving hi of a pit, and labor with asal until Am 
were dug out. Now if there were one wlio had aa much p ati e ne i 
aa seal, and who, having carefully observed how a little chUd 
leama language, would attempt to lead her gentfy tluomli tte 
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sendin|^ it In the mischief of which I was then 
full to overflowing, I wrote a hxunorons travesty 
of Dr. Howe's letter in rhyme^ but when I showed 
it to him, I was grieved to see how much he seemed 
pained at my frivolity. 

Dear Sir, I went soath 

As far as Portsmoath, 
And found a most charming old woman. 

Delightfully void 

Of all tiiat 's enjoyed 
By the animal vagnely called hnman. 

She has bat one jaw» 
Has teeth like a saw, 
Her ears and her eyes I delight int 

same oonrse, he might possibly awaken her to a consciousness of 
her immortal nature. The chance is small indeed ; but with a 
smaller chance they would have dug desperately for her in the 
pit; and is the life of the soul of less import than that of tlie 
body? 

^ It is to be feared that there are many others whose cases are 
not known out of their own families, who are regarded as beyond 
the reach of he^, and who are therefore left in their awful deso- 
lation. 

" This ought not to be, either for the good of the sufferers, or 
of those about them. It is hardly possible to conceive a case in 
wliich some improvement could not be effected by patient per- 
severance; and the effort ought to be nuuie in every one of 
them^ 

** The sight of any being, in human shiqpe, left to brutish 
ignorance, is always demoralising to the beholders. There floats 
not upon the stream of life any wredc of humanity so utterly 
shattered and crippled that its signals of distress should not 
challenge attention and command assistance." 



IIARRIAGE: TOUR IN EUROPE MS 

Tlie one could not heir 
Tho* a canDQo were new. 
The otfaen are liolet with no 1^1^ in. 



Just over her ^ee^ 
Not £tf from the bone perietils 

The crown o£ lier hendl* 

Be it Tolgerij eidd» 
It ihqied like tiie beck o£ e beodn. 



Confalnee with conc e i t 
In die lonn o£ diie wondeilnl noddl% 

Bat benevlencei jon know^ 

And a laise/UZigNv 
Give a great indination to coddltb 

And 80 on. 



CHAPTER VIII 

FIRST YEARS IN BOSTON 

In the autumn of 1844 ^^ retmned from our 
wedding journey, and took up our abode in the 
near neighborhood of the city of Boston, of which 
at intervals I had aheadj^ enjoyed some glimpses. 
These had shown me Margaret Fuller, holding 
high communion with her friends in her well-re- 
membered conversations ; Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
who was then breaking ground in the field of his 
subsequent great reputation ; and many another 
who has since been widely heard ol I count it 
as one of my privil^es to have listened to a 
single sermon from Dr. Channing, with whom I 
had some personal acquaintance. I can remember 
only a few passages. Its theme must have been 
the divine love ; for Dr. Channing said that God 
loved black men as well as white men, poor men 
as well as rich men, and bad men as well as good 
men. This doctrine was quite new to m^ but I 
received it gladly. 

The time was one in which the Boston commu- 
nity, small as it then was, exhibited great dif- 
ferences of opinion, especially regarding the new 
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transcendentalism and the anti-slavery agitation^ 
which were both held much in question by the 
public at large. While George Rqdey, moved by a 
fresh interpretation of religious duty, was endeav- 
oring to institute a phalanstery at Brodc Farm» 
the caricatures of Christopher Cranch gave great 
amusement to those who were prvnltgcd to see 
them. One of these represented Margaret Ful- 
ler driving a winged team attached to a chariot 
on idiich was inscribed the name of her new peri- 
odical, ''The Dial," while the Rev. Andrews Nor- 
ton r^;arded her with holy horror. Another 
illustrated a passage from Mr. Emerson's essay 
on Nature — ''I play upon mysell I am my 
own music " — by depicting an individual with a 
nose of preternatural length, pierced with hdes 
like a flageolet, upon which his fingers sought the 
intervals. Yet Mr. Cranch belonged by taste and 
persuasion among the transcendentalists. 

As my earliest relations in Boston were with 
its recognized society, I naturally gave some heed 
to the views therein held r^arding the transcen- 
dental people. What I liked least in these last, 
when I met them, was a sort of jargon which 
characterized their speech. I had been taught 
to speak plain and careful English, and though 
always a student of foreign languages, I had never 
thought fit to mix their idioms with those of my 
native tongue. Apropos of this, I remember that 
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the poet Fitz-Greene Halleck once said to me 
of Margaret Fuller, ''That young lady does not 
speak the same language that I do, — I cannot 
understand her.'' Mr. Emerson's English was as 
new to me as that of any of his contemporaries ; 
but in his case I soon felt that the thought was as 
novel as the language, and that both marked an 
epoch in literary history. The grandiloquence 
which was common at that time now appears to 
me to have been the natural expression of an ex- 
hilaration of mind which carried the speaker or 
writer beyond the bounds of commonplace speech. 
The intellect of the time had outgrown the limits of 
Puritan beliel The narrow literalism, the material 
and positive view of matters highly spiritual, ab- 
stract, and indeterminate, which had been handed 
down from previous generations, had become irre- 
ligious to the foremost minds of that day. They 
had no choice but to enter the arena as champions 
of the new interpretation of life which the cause 
of truth imperatively demanded. 

I speak now of the transcendental movement 
as I had opportunity to observe it in Boston. Let 
us not ignore the fact that it was a world move- 
ment The name seems to have been borrowed 
from the German phraseology, in which the philo- 
sophy of Kant was termed ''the transcendental 
philosophy." More than this, the breath which 
kindled among us this new flame of hope and 
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aspiration came from the same source. For this 
was the period of Germany's true glory. Her 
intellectual radiance outshone and outlived the 
military meteor which for a brief moment obscured 
all else to human vision. The great vitality (rf the 
German nation^ the indefatigable research at its 
learned men, its wholesome balance of sense and 
spirit, all made themselves widely felt, and infused 
fresh blood into veins impoverished by ascetic 
views of life. Its phflosophers were apostles of 
freedom, its poets sang the joy at living, not the 
bitterness of sin and death. 

These good things were brought to us piece- 
meal, by translations, by disciples. Dr. Hedge 
published an English rendering of some of the 
masterpieces of German prose. Longfdlow gave 
us lovely versions of many poets. John S. Dwight 
produced his ever precious volume of translations 
of the minor poems a[ Goethe and Schiller. Mar- 
garet Fuller translated Eckermann's ^ Conversa- 
tions with Goethe." Carlyle wrote his wonderful 
essays, inspired by the new thought, and adding 
to it daring novelty of his own. The ^diole is mat- 
ter of history now, quite beyond the domain of 
personal reminiscence. 

I have spoken at the transcendentalists and the 
abolitionists as if they had been quite distinct 
bodies ci bdievers. Reflecting- more deejdy, I fed 
that both were features of the new movement lo 
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the transcendentalists the enthusiasm of emanci- 
pated thought was paramount, while the abolition- 
ists followed the vision of emancipated humanity. 
The lightning flash which illuminated the heaven 
of the poets and philosophers fell also on the fet- 
ters of the slavey and showed them to the thinking 
world as a disgrace no longer to be tolerated by 
civilized peoples. 

I recall my first years of life in Boston as nearly 
touched by the sense of the imresolved discords 
which existed in its sodetyj My husband was 
much concerned in some of the changes of front 
which took place at this time. An ardent friend 
both of Horace Mann and of Charles Sumner, he 
shared the educational views of the first and the 
political convictions of the second. In the year 
1845, having been elected to serve on the Boston 
School Board, Dr. Howe instituted so drastic a 
research into the condition of the public schools 
as to draw upon himself much animadversion and 
some ill-wilL Horace Mann, on the other hand, 
characterized this work as " one which only Sam 
Howe or an angd could have done.'' 

Dr. Howe and Mr. Mann, during their travels 
in Europe, had become much interested in the 
system of training, new at that time^ by which 
deaf-mutes were enabled to use vocal speech, 
and to read on the lips the words of those who 
addressed them. Soon after his retium from 
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Europe^ Mr. Mann published a report in which 
he dwelt much on the great benefit a[ this new 
departure in the education ci deaf-mutes, and 
advocated the introduction of the system into 
our own schools. Dr. Howe expressed the same 
views, and the two gentlemen were held up to the 
public as disturbers of its peace. My husband 
diss^proved of the use of signs, which, up to that 
time^ had figured largely in the instruction of 
American deaf-mutes, and in their intercourse 
with each other. He fdt that the use of lan- 
guage was an important condition of definite 
thought, and hailed the new powers conferred by 
the European system as a liberation of its pupils 
from the greatest of their disabilities, the privation 
of direct intercourse with their fellow creatures. 
His advice, privately sought and given, induced a 
number of parents to undertake themselves the 
education of their deaf children, or, at least, to 
have that education conducted at home^ and under 
their own supervision. In after years such parents 
and children were forward in expressing their 
gratitude for the advice given and f dlowed. The 
Horace Mann school in Boston, and the Clarke 
school in Northampton, attest the perseverance 
of the advocates of the new method ci instruction^ 
and their ultimate success. 

I had formerly seen Boston as a petted visitor 
from another city would be apt to see it I had 
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found it altogether hospitable;^ and rather eager 
to entertain a novelty. It was another matter to 
see it with its consideration cap on, pondering 
whether to like or mislike a new claimant to its 
citizenship. I had known what we may term the 
Boston of the Forty, if New York may be called 
the city of the. Four Hundred. I was now to 
make acquaintance with quite another city, — with 
the Boston of the teachers, of the reformers, of 
the cranks, and also — of the apostles. Wonder- 
ing and floundering among these new surroundings, 
I was often at a loss to determine what I should 
follow, what relinquish. I endeavored to enter 
reasonably into the functions and amusements of 
general society, and at the same time to profit by 
the new resources of intellectual life which opened 
out before me. One offense against fashion I 
would commit : I would go to hear Theodore Par- 
ker preach. My society friends shook their heads. 
'' What is Julia Howe trying to find at Faker's 
meeting?" asked one of these one day in my 
presence. 

' ** Atheism," replied the lady thus addressed 
I said, '* Not atheism, but a theism." 
The change had already been great, from my 
position as a family idol and ''the superior young 
lady " of an admiring circle to that of a wife over- 
shadowed for the time by the splendor of her 
husband's rq)utation. This I had accepted will- 
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ingly. But the change from my life of easy 
drcomstances and brilliant smromidings to that 
of the mistress of a suite of rooms in the Institu- 
tion for the Blind at South Boston was much 
greater. The building was two miles distant from 
the dty proper, the only public omveyance being 
an omnibus which ran but once in two hourSb My 
friends were residents of BostoOt or of places still 
more remote from my dwelling-place^ and South 
Boston was then, as it has ccmdnued to be^ a dis- 
tinctly unfashionable suburb. My husband did 
not desire that I should undertake any work in 
connection with the Institution under his charge 
I found its teachers pleasant neighbors, and was 
g)ad to have Laura Bridgman continue to be a 
member of the household. 

Dr. Howe had a great fancy for a piece of pro- 
perty which lay very near the Institution. In 
due time he purchased it We found an ancient 
cottage on the places and made it habitable by 
the addition of one or ^wo rooms. Our new 
domain comprised several acres of land, and my 
husband took great pleasure in laying out an 
extensive fruit and flower garden, and in building 
a fine hothouse. We removed to this abode on 
alovdy summer day ; and as I entered the grounds 
I involuntarily ezdaimed, ''This is green peace t *' 
Somehow, the nickname;, jocosely given, remained 
m use. The estate stiD stands on legal records 



152 REMINISCENCES 

as "The Green Peace Estate." Friends wotdd 
sometimes ask us, " How are you getting on at 
Green Beans — is that the name ? " My husband 
was so much attached to this place that when, 
after a residence of many years in the city, he 
returned thither to spend the last years of his lif^ 
he spoke of it as " Fkradise Regained" 

It partly amuses, and partly saddens me to 
recall, at this advanced period of my life, the alto- 
gether mistaken views which I once held regard- 
ing certain sets of people in Boston, of whom I 
really knew little or nothing. The veil of pre- 
judgment through which I saw them was not, 
indeed, of my own weaving, but I was content to 
dislike them at a distance, until circumstances 
compelled a nearer and a truer view. 

I had supposed the abolitionists to be men and 
women of rather coarse fibre, abounding in cheap 
and easy denunciation, and seeking to lay rash 
hands on the complex machinery of government 
and of society. My husband, who largely shared 
their opinions, had no great sympathy with some 
of their methods. Theodore Parker held them in 
great esteem, and it was through him that one of 
my strongest imaginary dislikes vanished as though 
it had never been. The object of this dislike was 
V^lliam Lloyd Garrison, whom I had never seen, 
but of whose malignity of disposition I entertained 
not the smallest doubt 
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It happened that I met him at one of Parker's 
Smiday evenings at home. I soon felt that this 
was not the man for whom I had cherished so 
great a distaste. Gentle and unassuming in man- 
ner, with a pleasant voice, a benevolent counte- 
nance, and a sort of glory of sincerity in his ways 
and words, I could only wonder at the falsehoods 
that I had heard and bdieved concerning him. 

The Parkers had then recently received the gift 
of a piano from members of their congrq;at]on. 
A friend b^^ to play hymn tmies upon it, and 
those of us who could sing gathered in little 
groups to read from the few hymn-books which 
were within reach. Dr. Howe presently looked 
up and saw me singing from the same bode with 
Mr. Garrison. He told me afterward that few 
things in the course of his life had surprised him 
more. From this time forth the imaginary Gar- 
rison ceased to exist for me. I learned to respect 
and honor the real one more and more, though 
as yet little foreseeing how glad I should be one 
day to work with and under him. The persons 
most frequently named as prominent abolitionists^ 
in connection with Mr. Garrison, were Bfaria 
Weston Chapman and Wendell Phillipa 

Mrs. Chapman presided with much energy and 
grace over the anti-slavery bazaars which were 
held annually in Boston through a long space of 
years. For this labor of love she was somewhat 
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decriedf and the sobriquet of ** Captain Chapman " 
was given her in derision. She was handsome 
and rather commanding in person, endowed also 
with an excellent taste in dress. I cannot remem- 
ber that she ever spoke in public, but her pre- 
sence often adorned the platform at anti-slavery 
meetings. She was the editor of the '' Liberty 
Bell," and was a valued friend and ally of Wendell 
PhflUps. 

r Of Mr. Phillips I must say that I at first regarded 
nim through the same veil of prejudice which had 
caused me so greatly to misconceive the charac- 
ter of Mr. Garrison. I was a little softened by 
hearing that at one of the bazaars he had pur- 
chased a copy of my first volume of poems, with 
the remark, ** She does n't like me, but I like her 
poetry.'' This naturally led me to suppose that 
he must have some redeeming traits of character. 
I had not then heard him speak, and I did not 
wish to hear him ; but I met him, also, at one of 
the Parker Sunday evenings, and, after a pleasant 
episode of conversation, I found myself constrained 
to take him out of my chamber of dislikes. 

Mr. Phillips was entitled, by birth and education, 
to an unquestioned position in Boston society. 
His family name was of the best He was a 
graduate both of Harvard Collie and of its Law 
School No ungentlemanly act had ever tarnished 
his fame. His offense was that, at a critical mo- 
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ment, he had espoused an unpoptilar causey — one 
which was destined, in less than a score of years^ 
so to divide the feeling of our community as to 
threaten the very continuance of our national life. 
Ohy to have been in Faneuil Hall on that memo- 
rable day when the pentecostal flame first visited 
him ; when he leaped to the platf orm, all untrained 
for such an encounter, and his eloquent soul uttered 
itself in protest against a low and sordid acquies- 
cence in the claims of oppression and tyranny I 
In that hour he was sealed as an apostle of the 
higher law, to whose advocacy he sacrificed his 
professional and social interests. The low-browed, 
chain-bound slave had now the best orator in 
America to plead his cause. It was the b^;inning 
of the end. Mr. Phillips, without doubt, some- 
times used intemperate language. I myself have 
at times dissented quite sharply from some of his 
statements. Nevertheless, a man who rendered 
such great service to the community as he did has 
a right to be judged by his best, not by his least 
meritorious performance. He was for years an 
unwelcome prophet of evil to come. Society at 
large took little heed of his warning ; but when 
the evil days did come, he became a counselor 
"good at need." 

I recall now a scene in Tremont Temple just 
before the breaking out of our dvil war. An 
anti-slavery meeting had been announced, and a 
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scheme had been devised to break it up. As I 
entered I met Mrs. Chapman, who said, ** These 
are times in which anti-slavery people must stand 
by each other." On the platform were seated a 
number of the prominent abolitionists. Mr. Phil- 
lips was to be the second speaker, but when he 
stepped forward to address the meeting a perfect 
hubbub arose in the gallery. Shrieks, howls, and 
catcalls resounded. Again and again the great ora- 
tor essayed to speak. Again and again his voice 
was drowned by the general uproar. I sat near 
enough to hear him say, with a smUe, "Those boys 
in the gallery will soon tire themselves out." And 
so, indeed, it befelL After a delay which ap- 
peared to some of us endless, the noise subsided, 
and Wendell Phillips, still in the glory of his 
strength and manly beauty, stood up before the 
house, and soon held all present spellbound by the 
magic of his speech. The clear silver ring of bis 
voice carried conviction with it. From head to 
foot, he seemed aflame with the passion of his 
convictions. He used the simplest English, and 
spoke with such distinctness that his lowest tones, 
almost a whisper, could be heard throughout the 
large halL Yerrinton, the only man who could 
report Wendell Phillips's speeches, once told my 
husband that it was like reporting chain lightning 
On the occasion of which I speak, the unruly 
element was quieted once for all, and the further 
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to the funeral exercises, in whicb friends spoke 
of him most lovingly. I also saw his remains 
lying in state in Faneuil Halli on the very plat- 
form where, in his ardent youth, he had uttered 
his first scathing denunciation of the slave power 
and its defenders. The mournful and reverent 
crowd which gathered for one last look at his 
beloved countenance told, better than words could 
tell, of the tireless services which, in the interval^ 
had won for him the heart of the community. It 
was a sight never to be forgotten. 

I first heard of Theodore Parker as the author 
of the sermon on " The Transient and the Perma- 
nent in Christianity." At the time of its publicap 
tion I was still within the fold of the Episcopal 
Church, and, judging by hearsay, was prepared 
to find the discourse a tissue of impious and sacri- 
Iq^ous statements. Yet I ventured to peruse a 
copy of it which fell into my hands. I was sur- 
prised to find it reverent and apin^eciative in spirit^ 
although somewhat startling in its conclusions* 
At that time the remembrance of Mr. Emerson's 
Phi Beta address was fresh in my mind. This 
discourse of Parker's was a second glimpse of a 
system of thought very different from that in 
which I had been reared. 

Not long after my marriage, being in Rome 
with my husband, I was interested to hear of Par- 
ker's arrival there. As Dr. Howe had some slight 
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invitation sent him to take part in the convention. 
Ralph Waldo Emerson, he said, had excused him- 
self from attendance on the gromid that he was 
occupied in writing a life of Margaret Fuller, 
which, he hoped, would be considered as a service 
in the line of the objects of the meeting. 

This convention was held in October of the 
year 1850, before the claims of women to political 
efficiency had begun to occupy the attention and 
divide the feeling of the American public When, 
after the close of the civil war, the question was 
again brought forward, with a new zeal and deter- 
mination, Mr. Phillips gave it the great support 
of his eloquence, and continued through a long 
course of years to be one of its most earnest advo- 
cates. 

The last time that I heard Wendell Phillips 
speak in public was in December, 1883, at the 
unveiling of Miss Whitney's statue of Harriet 
Martineau, in the Old South Meeting -House. 
Mrs. livermore was one of the speakers of the 
occasion. When the stated exercises were at 
an end, she said to me, ''Let us thank Mr. 
Phillips for what he has just said. We shall not 
have him with us long.'* I expressed surprise at 
this, and she said further, *' He has heart disease, 
and is far from well." Soon after this followed 
his death, and the splendid public testimonial 
given in his honor. I was one of those admitted 
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acquaintance with him, we soon invited him to 
dine with us. He was akeady quite bald, and 
this imtimely blemish appeared in strange con- 
trast with the youthful eatrgy of his facial expres- 
sion. He was accompanied by hislwife, whose 
mild countenance, compared with his, suggested 
even more than the usual contrast between hus- 
band and wife. One might have said of her that 
she came near being very handsome. Her com- 
plexion was fair, her features were regular, and the 
expression of her face was very naif and gentle. A 
certain want of physical maturity seemed to have 
prevented her from blossoming into full beauty. 
It was a great grief both to her and to her husband 
that their union was childless. 

Theodore Parker's reputation had already reached 
Rome, and there as elsewhere brought him many 
attentions from scholars, and even from dignita- 
ries of the Catholic Church. He remained in the 
Eternal City, as we did, through the winter, and 
we saw him frequently. 

When, in the spring, my eldest child was bom, 
I desired that she should be christened by F^ker. 
This caused some uneasiness to my sisters, who 
were with me at the time. One of them took occa- 
sion to call upon Parker at his lodgings, and to 
inquire how the infant was to be christened, in 
what name. Our friend replied that he had never 
heard of any baptismal formula other than the 
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usual one, ** in the name of the Father, Son, and 
Holy Ghost." My sister was much relieved^ and 
the baptism was altogether satisfactory. 

This was the b^;inning of a fsaxuly intimacy 
which lasted many years, ending only with Par- 
ker's life. After our return to America my hus- 
band went often to the Mdodeon, where P^ker 
preached until he took possession of the Music 
HalL The interest which my husband showed 
in these services led me in time to attend them, 
and I remember as among the great opportuni- 
ties of my life the years in which I listened to 
Theodore Parker. 

Those who knew P^ker only in the pulpit did 
not half know him. Apart from the field of the- 
ological controversy, he was one of the most sym- 
pathetic and delightful of men. I have rardy 
met any one whose conversation had such a 
ready and varied charm. His idea of culture was 
encyclopaedic and his reading, as might have been 
inferred from the size of his libraiy, was enor- 
mous. The purchase of books was his single 
extravagance. One whole floor was given up to 
them, and in spite of this they overflowed into 
hall and drawmg-room. He was very generous 
in lending them, and I often profited by his kind- 
ness in this respect 

His affection for his wife was very great From 
a natural love of paradox, he was accustomed to 
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intolerable to men of right mind, and the policy 
which aimed at its indefinite extension was judged 
and condemned 

Parker at this time had need in truth of the 
two-edged sword of the Spirit On the one hand 
he encountered the foes of religious freedom, on 
the other the advocates and instruments of po- 
litical oppression. His sermons on theism be- 
longed to one of these domains, those yAnch 
treated of public men and measures to the other. 
Among these last, I remember best that on 
Daniel Webster, and the terrible ''Lesson for 
the Day " which denounced Judge Loring for the 
part he had taken in the rendition of Anthony 
Bums* 

The discourse which treated of Webster was 
indeed memorable. I remember weU the solemn 
nity of its opening sentences, and the earnest 
desire shown throughout to do justice to the 
great gifts of the great man, while no one of his 
public misdeeds was allowed to escape notice. 
The whole performance, painful as it was in parts, 
was very uplifting, as the exhibition of true mas- 
tery must always be. Its unusual length caused 
me to miss the omnibus which should have 
brought me to South Boston in good time for our 
Sunday dinner. As I entered the house and 
found the family somewhat impatient of the un- 
wonted delay, I cried, " Let no one find fault I I 
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gaily as is usual, by striking the dominant do and 
directing F^ker to imitate the soimd. Parker 
responded, and found himself able to sing this 
one note; but when Dwight passed on to the 
second and the third, Parker could only repeat 
the note already sung. He had no ear for music^ 
and his friend advised him to give up the hopeless 
attempt to cultivate his voice. In like manner, at 
an earlier date, Dr. Howe and Charles Simmer 
joined a singing class, but both evincing the same 
defect were dismissed as hopeless cases. F^ker 
attended sedulously the concerts of classical 
music given in Boston, and no doubt enjoyed 
them, after a fashion. I remember that I once 
tried to explain to him the difference between 
having an ear for music and not having one. I 
failed, however, to convince him of any such dis- 
tinction. 

The years diuing which I heard him most fre- 
quently were momentous in the history of our 
country and of our race. They presaged and pre- 
ceded grave crises on both sides of the Atlantic 
In Europe was going on the ferment of ideas 
and theories which led to the revolutions of 1848 
and the temporary upturning of states and of 
governments. In the United States, the seed of 
thought sown by prophetic minds was ripening in 
the great field of public opinion. Slavery and 
all that it involved became not only hateful but 
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in a civilized community. The question of suf- 
frage had not then been brought into prominence^ 
and, as I remember, he insisted most upon the 
daim of the sex to equality of education and of 
opportunity. On one occasion he invited Lucre- 
tia Mott to his pulpit On another its privileges 
were accorded to Mrs. Seba Smith. I was pre- 
sent one Simday when he announced to his 
congregation that the Rev. Antoinette L. Brown 
would address them on the Sunday following. 
As he pronounced the word " Reverend," I de- 
tected an tmmistakable and probably unconscious 
curl of his lip. The lady was, I believe, the first 
woman minister regularly ordained in the United 
States. She was a graduate of Oberlin, in that 
day the only college in our country which received 
among its pupils women and negroes. She was 
ordained as pastor by an Orthodox Congrega- 
tional society, and has since become better 
known as Antoinette Brown Blackwell, a strenu- 
ous advocate of the rights of her sex, an earnest 
student of religious philosophy, and the author of 
some valuable works on this and kindred topics. 

I am almost certain that Parker was the first 
minister who in public prayer to God addressed 
him as " Father and Mother of us all" I can 
truly say that no rite of public worship, not even 
the splendid Easter service in St Peter's at 
Home, ever impressed me as deeply as did Theo« 
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dore Faker's prayers. The volume of them 
which has been published preserves many of his 
sentences, but cannot convey any sense of the 
sublime attitude of humility with which he rose 
and stoodt his arms extended, his features lit up 
with the glory of his high office. Truly, he 
talked with God, and took us with him into the 
divine presence. 

I cannot remember that the interest of his ser« 
mons ever varied for me. It was all one intense 
delight. The Imninous clearness of his mind, his 
admirable talent for popularizing the procedures 
and conclusions of philosophy, his keen wit and 
poetic sense of beauty, — all these combined to 
make him appear to me one of the oracles of 
God. Add to these his fearlessness and his 
power of denimciation, exercised in a community 
a great part of which seemed boimd in a moral 
sleep. His voice was like the archangel's trumps 
siunmoning the wicked to repentance and bidding 
the just take heart It was hard to go out from 
his presence, all aglow with the enthusiasm which 
he fdt and inspired, and to hear him spoken of as 
a teacher of irreligion, a pest to the community. 

As all know, this glorious career came too 
soon to an end. While still in the fullness of his 
powers, and at the moment when he was most 
needed, the taint of hereditary disease penetrated 
his pure and blameless life. He came to my hui* 
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band's office one day, and said, ^ Howe» that ven- 
omous cat which has destroyed so many of my 
people has fixed her daws her^'' pointing to his 
chest. The progress of the fatal disease was slow 
but sure. He had agreed with Dr. Howe that 
they should visit South America together in 1860^ 
when he should have attained his fiftieth yean 
Alas I in place of that adventurous voyage and 
journey, a sad exodus to the West Indies and 
thence to Europe was appointed, an exile from 
which he never returned. 

Many years after this time I visited the public 
cemetery in Florence, and stood before the simple 
granite cross which marks the resting-place of this 
great apostle of freedom. I foimd it adorned 
with plants and vines which had evidently been 
brought from his native land. A dear friend of 
his, Mrs. Sarah Shaw Russell, had said to me of 
this spot, '' It looks like a piece of New England.'' 
And I thought how this piece of New England 
belonged to the world. 

One of the most imposing figures in my gallery 
of remembrance is that of Charles Sumner, sen- 
ator and martyr. When I first saw him I was still 
a girl in my father's house, from which the father 
had then but recently passed. My eldest brother, 
Samuel Ward, had made Mr. Sumner's acquaint- 
ance through a letter of introduction given to the 
latter by Mr. Longfellow. At his suggestion we 
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invited Mr. Sumner to pass a quiet evening at our 
house, promising him a little music Our guest 
had but recently returned from England, where 
letters from Chief Justice Story had given him 
access both to literary and to aristocratic drclea. 
His appearance was at that time rather singular. 
He was very tall and erect, and the full suit of 
black which he wore added to the effect of his 
height and slendemess of figure. Of his conver- 
sation, I remember chiefly that he held the novels 
of Walter Scott in very light esteem, and that he 
quoted with aj^robation Sir Adam Ferguson as 
having said that Manzoni's ''Promessi Sposi** 
was worth more than all of Sir Walter's romances 
put together. 

Mr. Sumner was at this time one of a little 
group of friends which an ironical lady had chris- 
tened ''the Mutual Admiration Society." The 
other members were the poet Longfellow, George 
S. Hillard, Cornelius Felton, professor of Greek 
at Harvard College, of which at a later day he 
became president, and Dr. Howe. These gentle- 
men were indeed boimd together by ties of inti- 
mate friendship^ but the humorous designation 
just quoted was not fairly applicable to thenu 
They rejoiced in one another's successes^ and Sum- 
ner on one occasion wrote to Dr. Howe^ apropos 
of some new poem of Mr. Longfellow's, ^What 
a club we are 1 I like to indulge in a little 
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mutuaV* The developments of later years made 
some changes m these relations. When the Bos- 
ton public became strongly divided on the slaveiy 
question, Hillard and Felton were less pronounced 
in their views than the others, while Longfellow, 
Sumner, and Dr. Howe remained united in opinion 
and in feeling. HQlard, who possessed more 
scholarship and literary taste than Sumner, could 
never imderstand the reason of the high position 
which the latter in time attained. He remained 
a Webster Whig, to use the language of those 
days, while Simmer was elected to Webster's 
seat in the Senate. Felton was a man of very 
genial temperament, devoted to the duties of his 
Greek professorship and to kindred studies. He 
was by nature averse to strife, and the encounters 
of the political arena had little attraction for him. 
The five always remained friends and well-wishers. 
They became much absorbed in the cares and 
business of public and private life, and the dub 
as such ceased to be spoken of. 

In the days of their great intimacy, a certain 
grotesqueness of taste in Sumner made him the 
object of some good-natured banter on the part 
of the other '' Mutuals." It was related that on a 
certain Foiuth of July he had given his office 
boy, Ben, a small gratuity, and had advised him to 
pass the day at Moimt Auburn, where he would 
be able to enjoy quiet and profitable meditation. 
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Fdton was especially merry over this incident; 
but he, in turn, furnished occasion for laughter 
when on a visit to New York, in company with the 
same friends. A man-servant whom they had 
brought with them was ordered to cany Fdton's 
valise to the Astor House. This was before the 
days of the baggage express. The man arrived 
late in the day» breathless with fatigue and when 
questioned replied, '* Faith 1 1 went to all the oysUr 
houses in Broadway before I could find yees.*' 

I little thought when I first knew Mr. Sumner 
that his most intimate friend was destined to be- 
come my own companion for life. Charles Sum- 
ner was a man of great qualities and of small 
defects. His blemishes, which were easfly dis- 
cerned, were temperamental rather than moraL 
He had not the sort of imagination which enables 
a man to enter easily into the feelings of others^ 
and this deficiency on his part sometimes resulted 
in unnecessary rudeness. 

His father, Sheriff Sumner, had been accounted 
the most polite Bostonian of his day. It was 
related of him that once, being present at the 
execution of a criminal, and having trodden upon 
the foot of the condemned man, the sheriff tock 
off his hat and apologized for the accident 
Whereupon the criminal exclaimed, '* Sheriff Sum- 
ner, you are the politest man I ever knew, and 
if I am to be hanged, I had rather be hanged by 
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you than by any one dse." It was sometimes re- 
marked that the sheriff's mantle did not seem to 
have fallen upon his son. 

Charles Sunmer's appearance was curiously 
metamorphosed by a severe attack of typhoid 
fever, which he suffered, I think, in 1843 or 1844. 
After bis recovery he gained much in flesh, and 
entirely lost that ungainliness of aspect which 
once led a friend to compare him to a geometrical 
line, '' length without breadth or thickness." He 
now became a man of strikingly fine presence, 
his great height being offset by a corresponding 
fullness of figure. His countenance was strongly 
marked and very individual, — the features not 
handsome in themselves, but the whole effect very 
pleasingly impressive. 

He had but little sense of humor, and was not 
at home in the small cut-and-thrust skirmishes of 
general society. He was made for serious issues 
and for great contests, which then lay unguessed 
before him. Of his literalness some amusing 
anecdotes have been told. At an official ball in 
Washington, he remarked to a young lady who 
stood beside him, ''We are fortunate in having 
these places ; for, standing here, we shall see the 
first entrance of the new English and French 
ministers into Washington society." 

The yoimg girl replied, '' I am glad to hear it 
I like to see lions break the ice." 
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Sumner was sflent for a few mmutesi bat pre- 
sently said, '* Miss ^, in the country where lions 

live there is no ice.*' 

During the illness of which I have spoken, he 
was at times delirious^ and his mother one day, 
going into his room, found that he was endeavor- 
ing to put on a change of linen. She begged him 
to desist, knowing him to be very weak. He said 
in reply, ''Mother, I am not doing it for myself 
but for some one else." 

Some debates on prison discipline, held in Bos- 
ton in the year 1845, attracted a good deal of at- 
tention. Dr. Howe had become much dissatisfied 
with the management of prisons in Massacfau- 
setts, and desired to see the adoption of the Penn- 
sylvania system of solitary confinement. Mr. 
Sumner entered warmly into his views* The 
matter was brought bef(He the Boston* public 
and the arguments for and against the jMroposed 
change were very fully stated and discussed. Mr. 
Sumner spoke several times in favor of the sdi- 
tary system, and on each occasion carried off the 
honors of the meeting. The secretary of the 
prison discipline association at that thne^ a 
noted conservative, opposed very strenuously the 
introduction of the Pennsylvania system. In 
the coiu-se of the debates, Bfr. Sumner turned 
upon him in a sudden and unexpected manner, 
with these words : '^In what I am about to say, I 
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shall endeavor to imitate the secretary's candor, 
but not his temper/' Now the secretary was 
one of the magnates of Boston, accustomed to be 
treated with great consideratioa The start that 
he gave on being thus interpellated was so comic 
that it has impressed itself upon my memory. 
The speaker proceeded to apply to this gentleman 
a well-known line of Horace, descriptive of the 
character of Achilles : — 

** Impiger, inctmdui, inezoiabOtt, aoer." 

I confess that to me this direct attack ap- 
peared imcalled for, and I thought that the cause 
could have been as well advocated without re> 
course to personalities. 

I once invited Mr. Sumner to meet a distin- 
guished guest at my house. He replied, ''I do 
not know that I wish to meet yom* friend. I 
have outlived the interest in individuals." In my 
diary of the day I recorded the somewhat ungra- 
cious utterance, with this comment: ''God Al- 
mighty, by the latest accounts, has not got so 
far as this." Mr. Sumner was told of this, in my 
presence, though not by me. He said at once, 
''What a strange sort of book your diary must 
be I You ought to strike that out immediately. " 

Sumner was often robbed in the street or at a 
railroad station ; his tall figure attracting attention, 
and his mind, occupied with things far away^ 
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giving little heed to what went on in his immedi- 
ate presence. Members of his famfly were wont 
to say, ** It is about time now for Charles to have 
his pocket picked again." The fact often fol- 
lowed the prediction. 

Mr. Sunmer's eloquence differed much in char- 
acter from that of Wendell Phillips. The two 
men, although workers in a common cause, were 
very dissimflar in their natural endowments. 
Phillips had a temperament of fire, while that of 
Sumner was cold and sluggish. Phillips had a 
great gift of simplicity, and always made a bee 
line for the central point of interest in the theme 
which he imdertook ^to present Sunmer was 
recondite in language and elaborate in style. He 
was much of a student, and abounded in quota* 
tions. In his senatorial days, I once heard a sa- 
tirical lady mention him as ** the moral flummery 
member from Massachusetts, quoting Tibullus I " 

The first political speech which I heard from 
Mr. Simmer was delivered, if I mistake not, at a 
schoolhouse in the neighborhood of Bostoa I 
foimd his oratory somewhat overloud and em- 
phatic for the small hall and limited attendance. 
He had not at that time foimd his proper audi- 
ence. When he was heard, later on, in Faneuil 
Hall or Tremont Temple the ringing roll of his 
voice was very effective. His gestures were for- 
cible rather than graceful In argument he would 
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go over the same ground several times, always 
with new amplifications and illustrations of his 
subject There was a dead weight of honesty 
and conviction in what he said, and it was this» 
perhaps, that chiefly gave him his command over 
an audience. He had also in a remarkable degree 
the trait of mastery, and the ability to present 
his topic in a large way. 

I am not sure whether Sumner's idea of cul- 
ture was as encyclopaedic as that of Theodore 
Parker, but he certainly aspired to be what is now 
called *' an all-round man," and especially desired 
to attain connoisseurship in art He had not the 
many-sided power of appreciation which distin- 
guished F^ker, yet a reverence for the beautiful, 
rather moral than aesthetic, led him to study with 
interest the works of the great masters. In his 
later years, he never went abroad without bringing 
back pictures, engravings, or rare missals. He 
had little natural apprehension of musip, but used 
to express his admiration of some favorite operas, 
among them Mozart's '* Don Giovaimi " and Ros- 
sini's ''Barbiere di Seviglia." In the Senate 
Committee on Foreign Affairs, of which he was 
chairman for many years, his acquaintance with 
foreign languages was much valued I remem- 
ber a line of Tasso which he sometimes quoted 
when beautiful hands were spoken of : — 

** Dore ne nodo appar, ne vena ecoede.** 
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On the other hand, I have heard hun say that 
mathematics always remained a sealed book to 
him ; and that his professor at Harvard once ex- 
claimed, ** Smnner, I can't whittle a mathematical 
idea small enough to get it into your brain." 

The period between' 1851 and the b^;inning of 
the civil war found Mr. Sumner at his post m 
the Senate of the United States. His position 
was from the outset a difficult one. His election 
had displaced a popular idoL His views r^^arding 
the heated question of the tim^ the extension of 
slavery to the territories, were far in advance of 
those held by the majority of the senatorial body 
or by the community at large. His uncompro- 
mising method of attack, his fiery utterances, con- 
trasting strangely with the unusual mildness of 
his disposition, exasperated the defenders of 
slavery. These, perhaps, seeing that he was no 
fighting man, may have supposed him deficient in 
personal courage. He, however, knew veiy well 
the risks to which he exposed hhnselL His 
friends advised him to carry arms, and my hus- 
band once told old Mrs. Sumner, his mother, that 
Charles ought to be provided with a pistoL ^ Oh* 
doctor," said the old lady, ''he would only shoot 
himself with it'' 

In the most trying days of the chril war, this 
same old lady came to Dr. Howe's office anxtous 
to learn his opinion concerning the progress of 
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the contest Dr. Howe in reply referred her to 
her own son for the desired information, saying, 
''Dear Madam Smnner, Charles knows more 
about public affairs than I da Why don't you 
ask him about them ? *' 

''Oh, doctor, if I ask Charles, he only says, 
'Mother, don't trouble yourself about such 
things.' " 

I was in Washington with Dr. Howe early in 
the spring of 1856. I remember being present 
in the senate chamber when a rather stormy de- 
bate took place between Stephen A. Douglas, 
of Illinois, and Henry ^^^on, of Massachusetts. 
Charles Sumner looked up and, seeing me in the 
gallery, greeted me with a smile of recognition. 
I shall never forget the beauty of that smile. It 
seemed to me to illmninate the whole precinct 
with a silvery radiance. There was in it all the 
innocence of his sweet and noble nature. 

I asked my husband to invite Stunner to dine 
with us at WiUard's Hotel, where we were staying. 
"No, no," he said, "Sumner would consider it 
infm dig. to dine with us at the hotel" He did, 
however, call upon us. In the course of conver- 
sation he said to me, " I shall soon deliver a speech 
in the Senate which will occasion a good deal of 
excitement It will not surprise me if people 
leave their seats and show signs of unusual dis- 
turbance." 
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The speech was delivered soon after this time 
It was a direct and forcible arraignment of the 
slave power, which was then endeavoring to change 
the free Territory of Kansas into a slave State. 
The disturbance which Mr. Sumner had antici- 
pated did not fail to f ollow, but in a manner which 
neither he nor any of his friends had foreseen. 

At the hotel I had remarked a handsome maUt 
evidently a Southerner, with what appeared to 
me an evil expression of countenance. This was 
Brooks of South Carolina, the man who, not long 
after this time, attacked Charles Sumner in his 
seat in the senate chamber, choosing a moment 
when the personal friends of his victim were not 
present, and inflicting upon him injuries which 
destroyed his health and endangered his life. I 
will not enlarge here upon the pain and distress 
which this event caused to us and to the con^ 
munity at large. For several weeks our senator^s 
life hung in the balance. For a very much longer 
time his vacant seat in the senate chamber told 
of the severe su£Fering which incapacitated him 
for public work. This time of great trial had some 
compensation in the general sympathy which it 
called forth. Sumner had won the crown of mar- 
tyrdom, and his person thenceforth became sacredt 
even to his enemies. 

It was after a residence of many years in Wash- 
ington that Mr. Sumner decided to build and 
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occupy a house of his own. The spot chosen by 
him was immediately adjoining the well-known 
Arlington Hotel The house was handsome and 
well appointed, adorned also with pictiu-es and fine 
bronzes, in both of which he took great delight 
Dr. Howe and I were invited to visit him there 
one evening, with other guests. Among these 
was Caleb Gushing, with whom Mr. Sumner soon 
became engaged in an animated discussion, prob- 
ably regarding some question of the day. So ab- 
sorbed were the two gentlemen in their argument 
that each of them frequently interrupted the other. 
The one interrupted would expostulate, saying, *' I 
have not finished what I have to say ; '' at which 
the other would bow and apologize, but would 
presently offend again, in the same way. 

At my own house in Boston, Mr. Sumner called 
one evening when we were expecting other com* 
pany. The invited guests presently arrived, and 
he abruptly left the room without any parting 
word or gesture. I afterwards spoke of this to 
Dr. Howe, who said, ** That is Sumner's idea of 
taking French leave." Whereupon our dear eldest 
said, *' Why, mamma, Mr. Sumner^s way of taking 
French leave is as if the elephant should under- 
take to walk incognito down Broadway.'' 

The last important act of Mr. Sumner's public 
life was the elaborate argument by which he 
defeated the proposed annexation of Santo Do- 
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mingo to the United States. This question pre* 
sented itsdf during the first term of General 
Grant's administration. The proposal for annexa- 
tion was made by the President of the Dominican 
Rq>ublic. General Grant, with the forethought 
of a military commander, desired that the United 
States should possess a foothold in the West In- 
dies. A commission of three was accordingly 
appointed to investigate and report upon the con- 
dition of the island. The three were Hon. Ben« 
jamin F. Wade, of Ohio, Andrew D. White, at that 
time president of Cornell University, and Dr. 
Howe. A thorough visitation of the territory was 
made by these gentlemen, and a report favorable 
to the scheme of annexation was presented by 
them on their return. Dr. Howe was greatly 
interested for the Dominicans, who had achieved 
political independence and separation from Hayti 
by a severe struggle, which was always liable to 
be renewed on the part of their former masters. 
Mr. Sumner, on the other hand, espoused the 
cause of the Haytian government so warmly that 
he would not wait for the report of the commis- 
sion to be presented, but hastened to forestall pub- 
lic opinion by a speech in which he displayed all 
his powers of oratory, but showed something less 
than his usual acquaintance with facts. His elo- 
quence carried the day, and the plan of annexation 
was defeated and abandoned, to the great rtgnt 
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of the commissioners and of the Dominicans 
themselves. 

I shall speak elsewhere of my visiting Santo 
Domingo in company with Dr. Howe. Our second 
visit there was made in the spring of the year 
1874. I had gone one day to inspect a school 
high on the momitains of Samana, when a mes- 
senger came after me in haste, bearing this written 
message from my husband : " Hease come home 
at once. Our dear, noble Sumner is no more.'' 
The monthly steamer, at that time the only one 
that ran to Santo Domingo, had just brought the 
news, deplored by many, to my husband inexpres- 
sibly sad. 

In the winter of 1846-47 I one day heard Dr. 
Holmes speak of Agassiz, who had then recently 
arrived in America. He described him as a man 
of great talent and reputation, who added to his 
mental gifts the endowment of a superb physiqua 
Soon after this time I had the pleasure of making 
the acquaintance of the eminent naturalist, and of 
attending the first series of lectiires which he 
gave at the Lowell Institute. 

The great personal attraction of Agassiz, joined 
to his admirable power of presenting the results 
of scientific investigation in a popular form, made 
a vivid impression upon the Boston public. All 
his lecture courses were largely attended. These 
and his continued presence among us gave a new 
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impetus to the study of natural science. In his 
hands the record of the bones and fossils became 
a living language, and the common thought was 
enriched by the revelation of the wonders of the 
visible universe. Agassiz's was an expansive 
nature, and his great delight lay in imparting to 
others the discoveries in which he had found such 
intense pleasure. This sympathetic trait relieved 
his discourse of all dryness and dullness. In his 
college days he had employed his hour of inter- 
mission at noon in explaining the laws of botany 
to a class of little children. When required to 
furnish a thesis at the close of his university 
course, he chose for his theme the proper educa- 
tion of women, and insisted that it ought not to 
be inferior to that given to men. 

I need hardly relate how a most happy marriage 
in later life made him one of us, nor how this 
opened the way to the establishment in his house 
of a school whose girl pupils, in addition to other 
valuable instruction, enjoyed daily the privil^;e 
of listening to his clear and lucid exposition of 
the facts and laws of his fcivorite science. 

His memory is still bright among us. The 
story of his life and work is beautifully told in 
the " Life and Correspondence " published soon 
after his death by his widow» Mrs. Elizabeth Caiy 
Agassiz, well known to^y as the president of 
RadclifFe College. His children and grandchil- 
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dren are among our most valued citizens. His 
son, Professor Alexander Agassiz, inherits his 
father's devotion to science, while his daughter, 
Mrs. Quincy Shaw, has shown her public spirit in 
her great services to the cause of education. An 
enduring monument to his fame is the Cambridge 
Museum of Comparative Zoology, and I am bat 
one of many still surviving who recall with grati- 
tude the enlargement of intellectual interest which 
he brought to oiu: own and other commimities. 

Women who wish well to their own sex should 
never forget that, on the occasion of his first lec- 
tiu-es delivered in the capital of Brazil, he ear- 
nestly requested the emperor that ladies m^ht 
be allowed to be present, — a privilege till then de- 

« 

nied them on grounds of etiquette. The request 
was granted, and the sacred domain of science 
for the first time was thrown open to the women 
of South America. 

I cannot remember just when it was that an 
English visitor, who brought a letter of introduc- 
tion to my husband, spoke to me of the " Bothie of 
Toper-na-Fuosich " and its author, Arthur Hugh 
Qough. The gentleman was a graduate of Oxford 
or of Cambridge. He came to oiu: house several 
times, and I consulted him with regard to the clas- 
sic rhythms, in which he was well versed I had 
it in mind at this time to write a poem in classic 
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rhythm. It was printed in my first volmne, ** Pas- 
sion Flowers ; '' and Mr. Sanborn, in an otherwise 
very friendly review of my work, characterized as 
'' pitiable hexameters " the lines which were really 
not hexameters at all, nor intended to pass for 
such. They were pentameters constructed accord- 
ing to my own ideas ; I did not have in view iany 
spedal school or rule. 

I soon had the pleasure of reading the ''BothiV' 
which I greatly admired. While it was fresh in 
my mind Mr. Clough arrived in Boston, furnished 
with excellent letters of introduction both for that 
dty and for the dignitaries of Cambridge; My 
husband at once invited him to pass some days 
at our house, and I was very glad to welcome 
him there. In appearance I thought him rather 
striking. He was tall, tending a little to stout-* 
ness, with a beautiftdly ruddy complexion and 
dark eyes which twinkled with suppressed humor. 
His sweet, cheery manner at once attracted my 
young children to him, and I was amused, on pass- 
ing near the open door of his room, to see him 
engaged in conversation with my little son, then 
some five or six years of age. In Dr. Howe's 
daily absences I tried to keep our guest company 
a little, but I found him very shy. I remember 
that I said to him, when we had made some ac- 
quaintance, that I had often wished to meet 
Thackeray, and to give him two bu£Fets» saying, 
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'' This one is for your Becky Sharp and this one 
for Blanche Amory/' — rq^arding both as slanders 
upon my sex. Mr. Clough suggested that in the 
great world of London such characters were not 
out of place. The device of Blanche Amory's 
book, ''Mes Larmesy" seemed to have afforded 
him much amusement 

It happened that, while he was with us, I dined 
one day with a German friend, who served us with 
quite a wonderful repast. The feast had been a 
merry one, and at the dessert two such sumptuous 
dishes were presented to us that I, having tasted 
of one of them, said to a friend across the table, 
** Anna, this is poetry ! " She was occupied with 
the opposite dish, and, mindful of the old plea- 
santry to which I alluded, replied, ''Julia, this is 
religion." At breakfast, the next morning, I en- 
deavored to entertain those present with some ac- 
coimt of the great dinner. As I enlarged a little 
upon the excellence of the details, Mr. Clough 
said, " Mrs. Howe, you seem to have a great appre- 
ciation of these matters." I disclaimed this; 
whereupon he rejoined, "Mrs. Howe, you are 
modest" 

Some months later I met Mr. Clough at a 
friend's house, where some informal charades were 
about to be attempted. Being requested to take 
part in one, I declined ; and when urged, I replied, 
" No, no, I am modest, — Mr. Clough once said so." 
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He looked at me in some pretended smprise^ and 
said, *' It must have been at a very early period 
in our acquaintance." This ''give and take " was 
all in great good humor, and Mr. Clough was a 
delightful guest in all societies. Sorry indeed 
were we when, having become quite at home 
among us, he returned to England, there to marry 
and abide. I remember that he told me of one 
winter which he had passed at his university with- 
out fire in his quarters. When I heard of his ill- 
ness and untimely death, it occtured to me that 
the seeds of the fatal disease might have been 
sown during that season of privation. 



CHAPTER DC 

SECOND VISIT TO EUROPE 

In June, 1850, after a seven years' residence in 
and near Boston, during which I labored at study 
and literary composition, I enjoyed an interval of 
rest and recreation in Europe. With me went 
Dr. Howe and our two yoimgest children, one of 
them an infant in arms. We passed some wedcs 
in London, and went thence to renew our acquaint- 
ance with the Nightingale family, at their summer 
residence in Derbyshire. Florence Nightingale 
had been traveling in Egypt, and was still abroad. 
Her sister, Parthenope, read us some of her let- 
ters, which, as may be imagined, were full of 
interest 

Florence and her companions, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bracebridge, had made some stay in Rome, on 
their way to Egypt Margaret Fuller called one 
day at their lodgings. Florence herself opened 
the door, and said to the visitor, '' Mr. and Mrs. 
Bracebridge are not at home." Margaret replied, 
'' My visit is intended for Miss Florence Night- 
ingale ; ** and she was admitted to a t£te-4-t£te of 
which one would be glad to know something. It 
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was during this visit that I learned the sad news 
of Margaret's shipwreck and death. 

Dr. Howe, with all his energy of body and of 
mind, was somewhat of a valetudinarian. The 
traces of a severe malarial fever, contracted by 
him in the Greek campaign of his youth, went 
with him through lifa He was subject to fright- 
ful headaches, and these and other ailments caused 
him to take great interest in theories of hygiene^ 
and among these in the then new system of hydro- 
pathy, as formulated by Priessnitz. At the time 
now spoken of he arranged to pass a period at 
Boppard on the Rhine, where a water-cure had 
recently been established. He became an outside 
patient of this institution, and seemed to enjoy 
thoroughly the routine of bathing, douching, pack- 
ing, etc. Beyond the limits of the water-cure 
the little town presented few features of interest 
Wandering about its purlieus one day, I came 
upon a sort of open cave or recess in the rocks 
in which I found two rude cradles, each occupted 
by a silent and stolid baby. Presently two rough- 
looking women, who had been carrying stones 
from the riverside, came in from their woriL The 
little ones now broke out into dismal wailing; 
<* Why do they cry so ?" I asked. "They ought 
to be glad to see you.'* ^Oh, madam, they cry 
because they know how soon we must leave them 
agahL" 
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Tom Appleton disposed of the water^nire theory 
in the following fashion : " Water-cure ? Oh yes, 
very fine. Priessnitz forgot one day to wash his 
face, and so he died." 

My husband's leave of absence was for six 
months only, and we parted company at Heidel- 
berg ; he to turn his face homewards, I to proceed 
with my two sisters to Rome, where it had been 
airanged that I should pass the winter. 

Our party occupied two thirds of the diligence 
an whidi we made a part of the journey. My sister 
L. had with her two little daughters, my youngest 
sister had one. These, with my two babies and 
the respective nurses, filled the rotonde of the 
vehicle. The three mammas occupied the caupi^ 
while my brother-in-law, Thomas Crawford, took 
refuge in the banquette. The custom-house officer 
at one place approached with his lantern, to ascer- 
tain the contents of the diligence. Looking into 
the rotonde^ he remarked, '' Baby baggage," and 
inquired no further. 

Dr. Howe had charged me to provide myself 
with a watch when I should pass through Geneva, 
and had given me the address of a friend who, 
he said, would advise me where best to make the 
purchase. Following his instructions, I wrote Dr. 
G. a letter in my best French ; and he, calling at 
our hotel, expressed his surprise at finding that 
I was not a Frenchwoman. He found us all at 
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breakfast, and, after the first compIimentSi began 
a voluble tirade in favor of the use of emetic8» 
which was scarcely in {dace at the moment From 
this he went on to speak of the management of 
ciiildren. 

** When my son was bom," he said, ''and showed 
the first symptoms of himger, I would not allow 
him to be fed. If his cries had met with an im- 
mediate response he would have said to himsd^ 
* I have a servant' I made him wait for his food 
until he was obliged to say, 'I have a master/ ** 
I thought of my own dear nurslings and shook 
my head. Learning that Mr. Crawford was a 
sculptor, he said, ** I, too, in my youth desired to 
exercise that art, and modded a bust, in which I 
made concave the muscle which should have been 
convex A friend recommended to me the study 
of anatomy, and following it I became a i^ysi- 






We reached Rome late in October. A com- 
fortable apartment was found for me in the 
street named Capo le Case. A donkey brought 
my winter's supply of firewood, and I made haste 
to hire a grand piano. The artist Edward FVee- 
man occiq>ied the suite of rooms above my own. 
In the apartment below, Mrs. David Dudley Fidd 
and her children were settled for the winter. Our 
little colony was very harmonious. When Mrs. 
Fidd entertained company, she was wont to bor- 
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row my large lamp ; when I received, she lent 
me her teacups. Mrs. Freeman, on the floor 
above, was a most friendly little person, partly 
Italian by birth, but wholly English in education. 
She willingly became the companion and guide of 
my walks about Rome, which were long and many. 

I had b^^ the study of Hebrew in America, 
and was glad to find a learned rabbi from the 
Ghetto who was willing to give me lessons for a 
moderate compensatioa 

My sister, Mrs. Crawford, was at that time 
established at Villa Negroni, an old-time papal 
residence. This was surrounded by extensive 
gardens, and within the inclosure were an arti- 
ficial fish pond and a lodge which my brother-in- 
law converted into a studia My days in Rome 
passed very quietly. The time, which flew by 
rapidly, was divided between study within doors, 
the care and companionship of my little children, 
and the exploration of the wonderful old city. I 
dined regularly at two o'clock, having with me at 
table my little son and my baby seciured in her 
high chair. I shared with my sisters the few 
dissipations of the season, — an occasional ball, a 
box at the opera, a drive on the Campagna. On 
Sunday mornings my youngest sister usually 
came to breakfast with me, and afterward ac- 
companied me to the Ara Coeli Church, where a 
military mass was cdebrated, the music being 
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supplied by the band of a French regiment The 
time, I need scarcely say, was that of the early 
years of the French occupation of the dty, to 
which France made it her boast that she had 
brought back the Pope. 

As I chronide these small personal adventures 
of mine, I am constrained to blush at their insuf« 
fidency. I write as if I had forgotten the won- 
derful series of events which had come to pass 
between my first visit to Rome and this second 
tarrying within its walls. In the interval, the 
days of 1848 had come and gona France had 
dismissed her dtizen king, and had established a 
republic in place of the monarchy. The Pope of 
Rome^ for centuries the representative and up* 
holder of absolute rule, had stood before the world 
as the head of the Christianity which liberalizes 
both institutions and ideas. In Germany the 
party of progress was triumphant Europe had 
trembled with the birth-^angs of freedom. A 
new and glorious confederacy of states seemed to 
be promised in the near future. The tyrannies of 
the earth were surdy about to meet their doom. 

My own dear ddest son was given to me in the 
spring of this terrible and splendid year of 1848. 
When his father wrote *' Diettdamt/** under the 
boy's name in the family BMe, he added to the 
wdcome record the new device^ ** LiberU, EgaUti, 
Fratemiuy The first Napoleon had overthrown 
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rulers and dynasties. A greater power than his 
now came upon the stage, — the power of individ- 
ual conviction backed by popular enthusiasm. 

My husband, who had fought for Greek free- 
dom in his youth, who had risked and 8u£Fered 
imprisonment in behalf of Poland in his early 
manhood, and who had devoted his mature life to 
the service of humanity, welcomed the new state 
of things with all the enthusiasm of his generous 
nature. To him, as to many, the final emancipa- 
tion and imification of the human race, the millen- 
nium of universal peace and good-will, seemed 
near at hand. Alas I the great promise brought 
only a greater failure. The time for its fulfill- 
ment had not yet arrived. Freedom could not be 
attained by striking an attitude, nor seciured by 
the issuing of a document The prophet could 
see the plan of the new Jerusalem coming down 
from heaven, but the fact remained that the city 
of God must be built by patient day's work. 
Such builders Europe could not bring to the 
front The Pope retreated before the logical 
sequence of his own initiative France elected 
for her chief a bom despot of the meaner order, 
whose first act was to overthrow the Roman 
Republic. Germany had dreamed of freedom, 
but had not dreamed of the way to secure it 
Reaction everywhere asserted itself. The light 
of the great hope died down. 
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Coming to Rome while these events were 
still fresh in men's minds, I could see no trace of 
them in the popular life. The waters were still 
as death ; the wrecks did not appear above the 
surface. I met occasionally Italians who could 
talk calmly of what had happened. Of such an 
one I asked, "Why did Pio Nono so suddenly 
forsake his liberal policy ? " ** Oh, the Pope was 
a puppet moved from without. He never rightly 
understood the import of his first departure. 
When the natural result of this came about, he 
fled from it in terror." These things were spoken 
of only in the secrecy of very private interviews. 
In general intercourse they were not mentioned. 
Now and then, a servant, lamenting the deamess 
of necessaries, the paper money, etc, would say, 
"And this has been brought about by blessed 
[itnedetto] Pio Nono I " People of higher condi- 
tion eulogized thus the pontiffs predecessor: 
" Gregorio was at least a man of decided views. 
He knew what he wanted and how to obtain it" 
Once only, in a village not far distant from Rome^ 
I heard an Italian peasant woman say to a prince, 
"We [her family] are Republicans." Victor 
Emmanuel, Cavour, Garibaldi, your time was not 
yet come. 

The French were not beloved in Rome. I was 
told that the mass of the people would not endure 
the license of their conquerors in the matter oi 
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sex, and that assassinations in consequence were 
frequent In high society it was said that a 
French officer had endeavored to compel one of 
the Roman princes to invite to his ball a lady 
of doubtful reputation, by threatening to send a 
challenge in case of refusal The invitation was 
nevertheless withheld, and the challenge^ if sent, 
was never accepted In the English and Ameri- 
can circles which I frequented, I sometimes felt 
called upon to fight for the claim of Italy to free- 
dom and self-government At a dinner party, 
at which the altercation had been rather lively, I 
was invited to entertain the company with some 
music Seating myself at the piano, I made it 
ring out the Marseillaise with a will But I was 
myself too much disconcerted by the recent fail- 
ure to find in my thoughts any promise of better 
things. My friends said, ''The Italians are not 
fit for self-government" I may ask fifty years 
later, " Who is ? " 

The progress of ideas is not indeed always 
visible to superficial observers. I was engaged 
one day in making a small purchase at a shop, 
when the proprietor leaned across the counter and 
asked, almost in a whisper, for the loan of a Bible. 
He had heard of the book, he said, and wished 
very much to see a copy of it Our chargi 
d affaires^ Mr. Cass, mentioned to me the fact that 
an entire edition of Deodati's Italian translation 
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cf the New Testament had recently been seized 
and burned by order of the papal government 

But to return to matters purdy personaL As 
the Christmas of 1850 drew near, my sister L^ 
ever intent on hospitality, determined to have a 
party and a Christmas tree at VUla Negroni This 
last was then a novelty unheard of in Rome. I 
was to dine with her, and had offered to furnish 
the music for an informal dance. 

On Christmas Eve I went with a party of 
friends to the church of Santa Maria Maggiore, 
where the Pope, according to the custom of those 
days, was to appear in states bearing in his arms 
the cradle supposed to be that of the infant Jesus, 
which was usually kept at St Peter's, We were 
a little late in starting, and were soon obliged to 
retire from the highway, as the whole papal corU^ 
came sweeping by, — the state coaches of crimson 
and gold, and the Guardia Nobile with their glit- 
tering helmets, white cloaks, and high boots. 
Their course was illuminated by pans of burning 
oil, supported by iron staves, the spiked ends of 
which were stuck in the ground. When the rapid 
procession had passed on we hastened to overtake 
it, but arrived too late to witness either the 
of the Pope or his progress to the high altar 
the cradle in his arms. 

On Christmas Day I attended high mass at St 
Peter's. Although the weather was of the plea* 
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santest, an aguish chill disturbed my enjoyment 
of the service. This discomfort so increased in 
the course of the day that, as I sat at dinner, I 
could with difficulty carry a morsel from my plate 
to my lips. 

'' This is a chill/' said my sister. " You ought 
to go to bed at once." 

I insisted upon remaining to play for the pro- 
mised dance, and argued that the fever would pre- 
sently succeed the chill, and that I should then 
be warm enough. I passed the evening in great 
bodily discomfort, but managed to play quadrilles, 
waltzes, and the endless Virginia Reel When at 
last I reached home and my bed, the fever did 
come with a will I was fortunate enough to re- 
cover very quickly from this indisposition, and did 
not forget the warning which it gave me of the 
dangers of the Roman climate. The shivering 
evening left me a happier recollection. Among 
my sister's guests was Horace Binney Wallace, of 
PhQaddphia, whom I had once met in his own 
city. He had angered me at that time by his 
ridicule of Boston society, of which he really knew 
little or nothing. He was now in a less aggres- 
sive frame of mind, and this second meeting with 
him was the beginning of a much-valued friend- 
ship. We visited together many points of historic 
interest in the city, — the Pantheon, the Tarpeian 
Rock, the bridge of Horatius Codes. He had 
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some fanciful theories about the traits of char* 
acter usually found in conjunction with red hair. 
As he and I were both distinguished by this fea- 
ture, I was much pleased to learn from him that 
^the highest effort of nature is to produce a 
rosso.^* He was a devoted student of the works 
of Auguste ComtOy and had recently held some 
conversation with that remarkable man. In the 
course of this, he told me^ he asked the great 
Positivist how he could account for the general 
religious instinct of the human race, so contrary 
to the doctrines of his philosophy. Comte re- 
plied, ''Que voulez-vousy monsieur? Anormalit6 
c^6brale." My new friend was good enough to 
interest himself in my literary pursuits. He 
advised me to study the most important of 
Comte's works, but by no means to become a 
convert to his doctrines. In due time I availed 
myself of his counsel, and read with great interest 
the volumes prescribed by him. 

Horace Wallace was an exhilarating companion. 
I have never forgotten the silvery timbre of his 
rather high voice, nor the glee with which he 
would occasionally inform me that he had discov- 
ered a new and most remarkable rosso. This 
was sometimes a picture, but oftener a living indi- 
vidual If he found himself disappointed in the 
latter case, he would account for it by saying 
that he had at first sight mistaken the color of 
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the hair, which shaded too much upon the ydlow. 
Despite his vivacity of temperament, he was sub* 
ject to fits of severe depression. Some years 
after this time, finding himself in Paris, he hap- 
pened to visit a friend whose mental powers had 
been impaired by severe iUness. He himself had 
been haunted for some time by the fear of be- 
coming insane, and the sad condition of his friend 
so impressed him with the fear of suffering a 
similar disaster that he made haste to avoid the 
dreaded fate by taking his own life. 

The following lines, written not long after this 
melancholy event, bear witness to my grateful 
and tender remembrance of him : — 

VIA FELICE 

*Twas in the >na Felice 

My friend his dwelling made^ 
The Roman Via Felice, 

Half sunshine, half in shade. 

But I lodged near the convent 

Whose bells did hallow noon, 
And all the lesser hoars, 

With sweet recurrent tone. 

They lent their solemn cadence 

To all the thoughtless day ; 
The heart, so oft it heard tiiem. 

Was lifted np to pray. 

And where the lamp was lighted 
At twilight, on the wall. 
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Serendj nt ICadomuw 
And tmiled to bleit OS aD. 

1 166 hini firooi tii6 window 
Thai ne'er my heart facfetsf 

He DQyi nroin yond er maidwi 
My momlqg TioleCi. 

Not in he dkoee theae floweit 
Widi mildt reproving eyety 

Emblems of tender chiding 
And lore dirinefy 



For his were ge n e r o us leamiqf 

And reconciling art; 
Oh, not with fleeting pceaenoa 

My friend and I coold part. 



Oh, not wliere he is lying 
Widi dear anoeatral dnst^ 

Not where his hoosehold traces 
Grow sad and dim with rasti 

But In the andent dty 

And from die quaint old dooi; 
I Vn watching, at my window. 

His coining 



For Death's eternal dty 

Has yet some happy street f 
TislntheVlaFettce 

My friend and I shall meet 

Adolph MaOliard, the husband of my jroimgest 
sister, had been an intimate friend of Joseph 
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Bonaparte, Prince of Musignano. My sister was 
in consequence invited more than once to the 
Bonaparte palace. The father of the family was 
Prince Charles Bonaparte, who married his cousin, 
Princess Z^nalde. She had passed some years at 
the Bonaparte villa in Bordentown, N. J., the 
American residence of her father, Joseph Bona- 
parte, ex-king of Spain. This princess, who was 
tant soit pen gourmande, said one day to my sis- 
ter, '' What good things they have for breakfast 
in America I I still remember those hot cakes.'' 
The conversation was reported to me, and I man- 
aged, with the assbtance of the helper brought 
from home, to send the princess a very excellent 
bannock of Indian meal, of which she afterwards 
said, ** It was so good that we ate what was left 
of it on the second day." This reminds me of a 
familiar couplet: — 

" And what they could not eat that night 
The queen next morning fried." 

Among the friends of that winter were Sarah 
and William Clarke, sister and brother of the 
Rev. James Freeman Clarke. It was in their 
company that Margaret Fuller made the jo\imey 
recorded in her ** Simimer on the Lakes.'' Both 
were devoted to her memory. I afterwards 
learned that William Clarke considered her the 
good genius of his life, her counsel and encourage- 
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ment having come to his aid in a season of md* 
ancholy depression and seIf-<lq>reciation. ICiss 
Clarke was characterized by an exquisite refine- 
ment of feeling and of manner. She was also an 
artist of considerable merit This was the first 
ot many winters passed by her in Rome. 

I will further mention only a dinner given by 
American residents in Rome on Washington's 
birthday, at which I was present Mrs. Ann S. 
Stq>hens, the well-known writer, was also one of 
the guests. She had composed for the occasioii 
a poem, of which I recall the opening line^ — 

** We are met in the dime where the wild ilowert whtmad^^ 

and the closing ones, — 

**To the halo that drdet our Washingtan^ head 
Let HI pour a llbatfon the goda never knew." 

Among many toasts, my sister Annie proposed 
this one, *' Washington's clay in Crawford's hand,** 
which was appropriate, as Thomas Crawford was 
known at the time to be engaged in modding 
the equestrian statue of Washington which crowns 
his Richmond monument 

My Roman holiday came to an end in the sum- 
mer of the year 1851, and my return to my home 
and friends became imperative. As the time of 
my departure approached, I felt how deeply the 
subtle fascination of Roman life had entered into 
my very being. Pain, amounting almost to an- 
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guishi seized me at the thought that I might 
never again behold those ancient monuments, 
those stately churches, or take part in the society 
which had charmed me principally through its 
unlikeness to any that I had known elsewhere^ 
I have indeed seen Rome and its wonders more 
than once since that time, but never as I saw 
them then. 

I made the homeward voyage with my sister 
Annie and her husband in an old-fashioned Havre 
packet We were a month at sea, and after the 
first days of discomfort I managed to fill the 
hours of the long summer days with systematic 
occupation. In the mornings I perused Sweden- 
borg's ''Divine Love and Wisdom." In the 
afternoon I read, for the first and only time^ 
Eugene Sue's ''Mystires de Paris," which the 
ship's surgeon borrowed for me from a steerage 
passenger. In the evening we played whist ; and 
when others had retired for the night, I often sat 
alone in the cabin, meditating upon the events 
and lessons of the last six months. These lucu- 
brations took form in a number of poems, which 
were written with no thought of publication, but 
which saw the light a year or two laten 



CHAPTER X 

A CHAPTER ABOUT MTSELP 

If I may sum up in one term the leading bent 
of my life, I will simply call myself a student 
Dr. Howe used to say of me : "Mrs. Howe is not 
a great reader, but she always studies" 

Albeit my intellectual pursuits have always 
been such as to task my mind, I cannot boast 
that I have acquired much in the way of technical 
erudition. I have only drawn from history and 
philosophy some understanding of human lif^ 
some lessons in the value of thought for thought's 
sake, and, above all, a sense of the dignity of char- 
acter above every other dignity. Goethe chose 
well for his motto the words: -^ 

" Die Zeit ist mein Vormlchtniss, mein Acker 
ist die Zeit" ''Time is my inheritance; time is 
my estate." 

But I may choose this for mine : — 

''I have followed the great masters with my 
heart" 

The first writer of importance with whom I 
made acquaintance after leaving school was Gib- 
bon, whose ''Decline and Fall of the Roman 
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Empire ** occupied me during one entire winter. 
I have already mentioned my early familiarity 
with the French and Italian languages. In these 
respective literatures I read the works which in 
those days were usually commended to young 
women. These were, in French, Lamartine's 
poems and travels, Chateaubriand's " Atala " and 
''Ren6/' Racine's tragedies, Moli^re's comedies; 
in Italian, Metastasio, Tasso, Alfieri's dramas and 
autobiography. Under dear Dr. Cogswell's tui- 
tion, I read Schiller's plays and prose writings 
with delight In later years, Goethe, Herder, 
Jean Paul Richter, were added to my repertory. 
I read Dante with Felice Foresti, and such works 
of Sand and Balzac as were allowed within my 
reach. I had early acquired some knowledge of 
Latin, and in later life found great pleasure in 
reading the essays and Tusculan dissertations of 
Cicero. The view of ethics represented in these 
writings sometimes appeared to me of higher 
tone than the current morality of Christendom, 
and I rejoiced in the thought that, even in the 
Rome of the pre-Christian Csesars, God had not 
left himself without a witness. 

This enlarged notion of the ethical history of 
mankind might easily lead one in life's novitiate 
to underestimate the comparative value of the 
usually accepted traditions. I confess that I, per- 
sonally, did not escape this error, which I have 
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seen largely prevalent among studious people of 
my own time. 

Who can say what joy there is in the rehahilita> 
tion of human nature, which is one essential con- 
dition of the liberal Christian faith ? I had been 
trained to think that all mankind were by nature 
I0W9 vile, and wicked Only a chosen few, by a 
rare and difficult spiritual operationt could be res- 
cued from the doom of a perpetual dwelling with 
the enemies of God, a perpetual participation in 
the torments *' prepared for them from the begin* 
ning of the world." The rapture of this new 
freedom, of this enlarged brotherhood^ which 
made all men akm to the Divine Father of all^ 
every religion, however ignorant, the expression 
of a sincere and availing worship^ might well pro- 
duce in a neophyte an exhilaration bordering 
upon ecstasy. The exclusive doctrine which had 
made Christianity, and special forms of it, the 
only way of spiritual redemption, now appeared 
to me to commend itself as little to human reason 
as to human affection. I felt that we could not 
rightly honor our dear Christ by immolating at 
his shrine the souls of myriads of our fellows bom 
under the widely diverse influences which could 
not be thought of as existing unwilled by the 
supreme Providence. 

Antichrist was once a term of consummate re- 
proach, often applied by zealous Prot e sta nt s ta 
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their arch enemy, the Pope of Rome. As will be 
imagined, I intend a different use of it, and have 
chosen the term to express the opposition which 
has sprung up within the Christian church, not 
only to the worship of the son as a divine being, 
but even to the notion of his long imdisputed pre- 
eminence in wisdom, goodness, and power. And 
here, as I once said that I had taken German in 
the natural way, with no preconceived notion of 
the import and importance of German literature^ 
so I may say that I first received Christianity in 
the way natural to one of my birth and education. 
I have since been called upon to confront the 
topic in many ways. Swedenborg's theory of the. 
divine man, Parker's preaching, the Boston Radi- 
cal Club, Frank Abbot's depreciating compar- 
ison of Jesus with Socrates, — after following 
unfoldings of this wonderful panorama, I must 
say that the earliest view is that which I hold to 
most, that, namely, of the heavenly Being whose 
presence was beneficence, whose word was judg- 
ment whose brief career on earth ended in a sacri- 
fice, whose purity and pathos have had much to do 
with the redemption of the human race from bar- 
barism and the rule of the animal passions. 

During the first score of years of my married 
life, I resided for the most part at South Bos- 
ton. This remoteness from city life insmred to 
me a good deal of quiet leisure, much of which I 
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devoted to my favorite pursuits. It was in these 
days that I turned to my ahnost forgotten Latin, 
and read the *'JExiQd" and the histories of Livy 
and Tadtus. At a later date my brother gave 
me Orelli's edition of Horace and I soon came 
to delight much in that quasi-Hellenic Roman. I 
remember especially the odes which my brother 
pointed out to me as his favorites. These were : 
''Maecenas atavis edite regibus;" ''Quia deside- 
rio sit pudor aut modus ;** "O fons Bandusiae;'' 
and, above all, ** Exegi monumentum asre peren- 
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mus. 



With no pretensions to correct scholarshq), I 
yet enjoyed these Latin studies quite intensdy. 
They were so much in my mind that, when we sat 
down to our two o'clock dinner, my husband would 
sometimes ask : *' Have you got those elq>hant8 
over the river yet?" alluding to Hannibal and 
the Punic war. 

Prior to these Latin studies, I read a good deal 
in Swedenborg; and was much fascinated by his 
theories of spiritual life. I remember "Heaven 
and Hell," " Divine Love and Wisdom," and ** Con- 
jugal Love " as the writings which interested me 
most ; but the cumbrous symbolism of his Bible in- 
terpretation finally shut my mind against further 
entertainment of so fondf ul a guest Hegel was 
for some time my study among the German philoso- 
phers. After some severe struggling with his 
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extraordinary diction, I became convinced that 
the obscurity of his style was intentional, and left 
him in some indignatioa The deep things of 
philosophy are difficult enough when treated by 
one who desires to make them dear. Where the 
intention is rather to mask than to unfold the 
meaning which is in the master's mind, interpre- 
tation is difficult and hazardous. Hegel's own 
saying about his lectures is well known: ^One 
only of my pupils imderstood me, and he mis- 
understood me." 

George Bancroft, the historian, spoke of H^d 
as a man of weak character, and Dr. Francis 
Lieber, who had been under his instruction, had 
the same opinion of him. In the days of the Na^ 
poleonic invasion of Germany, Lieber had gone into 
the fidd, with other young men of the university. 
When, recovered from a severe wound, he took 
his place again among the students of philosophy, 
Hegd before beginning the day's lecture cried: 
<^Let all those fools who went out against the 
French depart from this dass." 

I think that I must have had by nature an 
especial sensitiveness to language, as the following 
trifling narration will show. I was perhaps twdve 
years old when Rev. James Richmond, who had 
studied in Germany, dining at my father's house, 
spoke of one of his German professors who was 
wont, as the prelude to his exercise to exclaim : 
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**Au8, ausy ihr Fremden." These words meant 
nothing to me then, but when, eight yeaUrs later^ 
I mastered the German tongue, I recalled thenb 
perfectly, and understood their meaning. 

One of my first efforts, after my return front 
Europe in 1851, was to acquaint myself with the 
'' Philosophie Positive " of Augusto Comte. This* 
was in accordance with the advice of my friend,. 
Horace Wallace, who, indeed, lent me the first 
volume of the work. The synoptical view of the 
sciences therein presented revealed to me aa 
entirely new aspect of thought 

I did not, for a moment, adopt Comte's views 
of religion, neither did I at all agree in his whole- 
sale condemnation of metaphysics, which appeared 
to me self -contradictory, his own system involving- 
metaphysical distinctions as much, perhaps, as* 
any other. On the other hand, the objectivism 
of his point of view brought a new element into* 
my too concentrated habit of thought I deemed 
myself already too old, being about thirty years 
of age, to conquer the difficulties of the higher 
mathematics, and of the several sciences in which 
these play so important a part But I had had a 
bird's-eye view of this wonderful r^on of the nat- 
ural sciences, and this, I think, never passed quite 
out of my mind. I used to talk about the books 
with Parker, who read everything worth reading. 
They had not greatly appealed to him. I also, at 
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this time, read Heel's '' Aesthetik," and endeav- 
ored to read his " Logik," which I borrowed from 
Parker, and which he pronounced ** so crabbed as 
to be scarcely worth enucleating. " 

I cannot remember what it was which, soon 
after this time, led me to the study of Spinoza. 
I followed this with great interest, and became 
for a time almost intoxicated with the originality 
and beauty of his thoughts. While still under 
his influence I spoke of him to Mr. Bancroft as 
'' der unentbehrliche," the indispensable Spinoza. 
He demurred at this, acknowledged Spinoza's 
analysis of the ^passions to be admirable, but as- 
sured me that Kant alone deserved to be called 
"indispensable;" and this dictum of his made 
me resolve to become at once a student of the 
" Critique of Pure Reasoa" 

I found this at first rather dry, after the glow- 
ing and daring flights of Spinoza, but I soon 
learned to hold the philosopher of Konigsberg in 
great affection and esteem. I have read exten- 
sively in his writings, even in his minor treatises, 
and having attained some conception of his system, 
was inclined to say with Romeo : " Here I set up 
my everlasting rest." 

I devoted some of the best years of my life to 
these studies, and to the writings which grew out 
of them. I remember one summer at my Valley 
near Newport, in which I felt that I had read and 
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written quite as much as was profitable. ** I must 
go outside of my own thoughts, I must do some- 
thing for some one," I said to mysell Just then 
the teacher of my sister's children broke out with 
malarial fever. She was staying with my sister 
at a farmhouse near by. The call to assist in 
nursing her was very welcome, and when I was 
thanked for my services I could truly say that 
I had been glad of the opportunity of rendering 
them for my own sake. 

The Kantian volumes occupied me for many 
months, even years. In fact, I have never gone 
beyond them. A new philosophy has sometimes 
appeared to me like a new disease. If we have 
found our master, and are satisfied with him, what 
need have we of starting again, to make the same 
journey with a new guide. Once we have got 
there, it seems better to abide. 

The early years of my married life interposed 
a barrier between my literary dreams and their 
realization. Those years brought me much to 
learn and much to do. 

The burden of housekeeping was new to me, a 
sister of mine, highly gifted in this respect, hav- 
ing charged herself with its duties so long as we 
were ''girls together.'' I accordingly found my- 
self lamentably deficient in household skill and 
knowledge. I endeavored to apply myself to the 
remedying of these defects, but with indi£ferent 
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success. I was by nature far from observant^ and 
often passed through a room without much no- 
tion of its condition or contents, my thoughts 
being intent on other matters. The period, too^ 
was one of transition as regards household ser- 
vice. The old-time American servants were no 
longer to be obtained. The Irish girls who sup- 
plied their place were for the most part ignorant 
and untrained, their performance calling for a 
discipline and instruction which I, never having 
received, was quite unable to give them. 

During the first years of my residence at the 
Institution for the Blind, Dr. Howe delighted in 
inviting his friends to weekly dinners, which cost 
me many unhappy hours. My want of training and 
of forethought often caused me to forget some 
very important item of the repast My husband's 
eldest sister, who lived with us, and who had held 
the reins of the housekeeping until my arrival, 
was averse to company, and usually absented her- 
self on the days of the dinner parties. In her 
absence, I often did not know where to look for 
various articles which were requisite and necessary. 
I remember one dinner for which I had relied 
upon a form of ice as the principal feature of the 
dessert The company was of the best, and I 
desired that the feast should correspond with it. 
The ice, which had been ordered from town, did 
not appear. I did my best to conceal my chagriut 



A CHAPTER ABOUT MYSELF 215 

but was scarcely consoled when the missing refresh- 
ment was found, the next morning, in a snowbank 
near our door, where the messenger had deposited 
it without word or comment The same mis- 
chance might, indeed does sometimes happen at 
this later date. I should laugh at it now, but then 
I almost wept over it Our kitchen and dining- 
room were on one floor, and a convenient slide 
allowed dishes to be passed from one room to the 
other. On a certain occasion, my sister being with 
me, I asked her whether my dinner had gone off 
well enough. " Oh yes," she replied ; '* only the 
slide was left open, and through it I saw the cook 
buttering the venison." 

I especially remember one summer which I 
resolved to devote to the study of cookery, for 
which there was then no [school, and no teacher 
to be had at will Having purchased Miss Cath- 
erine Beecher's Cook-book, I devoted some weeks 
to an experimental following of its recipes, with 
no satisfactory result. A little later, my husband 
secured the services of a very competent house- 
keeper, and my distresses and responsibilities 
were much diminished. After some years of this 
indulgence, I felt bound to make a second and 
more strenuous effort at housekeeping, and suc- 
ceeded much better than before, having by this 
time managed to learn something of the nature 
and needs of household machinery. 
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As I now r^;ard these matters, I would say 
to every young girl, rich or poor, gifted or dull : 
'^ Learn to make a home, and learn this in the 
days in which learning is easy. Cultivate a habit 
of vigilance and forethought With a reasonable 
amount of intelligence a woman should be able 
to carry on the management of a household, and 
should yet have time for art and literature in 
some sort'' 

In more recent years, having been called upon 
to take part in a public discussion regarding the 
compatibility of domestic with literary occupa- 
tion, I endeavored to formulate the results of my 
own experience as follows : — 

<< If you have at your command three hours per 
diem^ you may study art, literature, and philoso- 
phy, not as they are studied professionally, but in 
the degree involved in general culture. 

^ If you have but one hour in every day, read 
philosophy, or learn foreign languages, living or 
dead. 

^^ If you can command only fifteen or twenty 
minutes, read the Bible with the best commenta- 
ries, and daily a verse or two of the best poetry." 

As I write this, I recall the piteous image of 
two wrecks of women, Americans and wives of 
Americans, who severally poured out their sor- 
rows to me, saying that the preparation of ** three 
square meals a day," the washing, baking, sewing. 
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and child-bearmg; had filled the measure of their 
days and exceeded that of their strength : ''And 
yet,'' each said, '' I wanted the Greek and Latin 
and collie course as much as any one could 
wish for it" 

' But surely, no love of intellectual pursuits 
should lead any of us to disparage and n^lect 
the household gifts and graces. A house is a 
kingdom in little, and its queen, if she is foithful^ 
gently and wis^ is a sovereign indeed. 



CHAPTER XI 

ANTI-SLAVERY ATTITUDE: LITERARY WORK: 

TRIP TO CUBA 

Returning to Boston in 185 1, 1 found the di- 
vision of public sentiment more strongly marked 
than ever. The Fugitive Slave Law was much in 
the public mind The anti-slavery people at- 
tacked it with might and main, whfle the class of 
wealthy conservatives and their followers strongly 
deprecated all opposition to its enactments. Dur- 
ing my absence Charles Sumner had been elected 
to the Senate of the United States, in place of 
Daniel Webster, who had hitherto been the polit- 
ical idol of the Massachusetts aristocracy. Mr. 
Sumner's course had warmly commended him to a 
large and ever increasing constituency, but had 
brought down upon him the anger of Mr. Web- 
ster's political supporters. My husband's sympa- 
thies were entirely with the class then derided as 
*' a band of disturbers of the public peace, enemies 
of law and order." I deeply regretted the dis- 
cords of the time, and would have had all people 
good friends, however diverse in political persua- 
sion. As this could not b^ I felt constrained to 
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cast in my lot with those who protested against 
the new assumptions of the slave power. The 
social ostracism which visited Charles Smnner 
never fell upon Dr. Howe. This may have been 
because the active life of the latter lay without 
the domain of politics, but also, I must think, be- 
cause the services which he continually rendered 
to the community compelled from all who knew 
him, not only respect, but also cordial good-wilL 

I did not then, or at any time, make any willful 
breach with the society to which I was naturaUy 
related. It did, however, much annoy me to hear 
those spoken of with contempt and invective who, 
I was persuaded, were only far in advance of the 
conscience of the time. I suppose that I some- 
times repelled the attacks made upon them with 
a certain heat of temper, to avoid which I ought 
to have remembered Talleyrand's famous admo- 
nition, "Surtout point dc zile." Better, per- 
haps, would it have been to rest in the happy 
prophecy which assures us that " Wisdom is jus- 
tified of all her children." Ordinary society is apt 
to class the varieties of individuals under certain 
stereotyped heads, and I have no doubt that it 
held me at this time to be a sedcer after novel- 
ties, and one disposed to offer a premium for 
heresies of every kind. Yet I must say that I 
was never made painfully aware of the existence 
of such a feeling. There was always a leaven of 
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good sense and good sentiment even in the worldly 
world of Boston, and as time went on I became 
the recipient of much kindness, and the happy pos- 
sessor of a circle of substantial friends. 

Shortly after my return to Boston, my husband 
spoke to me of a new acquaintance, — a Polish 
nobleman, Adam Gurowski by name, — concern* 
ing whom he related the following circumstances. 
Count Gurowski had been implicated in one of 
the later Polish insurrections. In order to keep 
his large estates from confiscation he had made 
them over to his younger brother, upon the ex- 
plidt condition that a sufficient remittance should 
be regularly sent him, to enable him to live 
wherever his lot should thenceforth be cast He 
came to this country, but the remittances failed 
to follow him, and he presently found himself 
without funds in a foreign land. Being a man of 
much erudition, he had made friends with some 
of the professors of Harvard University. They 
offered him assistance, which he declined, and it 
soon appeared that he was working in the gar- 
dens of Hovey & Co., in or near Cambridge. 
His new friends remonstrated with him, plead- 
ing that this work was unsuitable for a man of 
his rank and condition. He replied, "I am Gu- 
rowski; labor cannot degrade me." This inde- 
pendence of his position commended him much 
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to the esteem of my husband, and he was more 
than once invited to our house. Some literary 
employment was found for him, and finaUy, 
through influence exerted at Washington, a posi- 
tion as translator was secxu'ed for him in the 
State Department He was at Newport during 
the summer that we passed at the ClifiE House, 
and he it was who gave it the title of Hotel 
Rambouillet His proved to be a character of 
remarkable contradictions, in which reaUy noUe 
and generous impulses contrasted with an un- 
disciplined temper and an insatiable curiosity. 
While inveighing constantly against the rudeness 
of American manners, he himself was often 
guilty of great impoliteness. To give an exam- 
ple : At his boarding-house in Newport a child at 
table gave a little trouble, upon which the count 
animadverted with great severity. The mother, 
waxing impatient, said, ** I think, count, that you 
have no right to say so much about table man- 
ners ; for you yesterday broke the crust of the 
chicken pie with your fist, and pulled the meat 
out with your fingers ! " 

His ciuriosity, as I have said, was unbounded. 
Meeting a lady of his acquaintance at her door, and 
seeing a basket on her arm, he asked, '* Where are 

you going, Mrs. , so early, with that badcet ?^ 

She declined to answer the question, on the ground 
that the questioner had no concern in her errand. 
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On the evening of the same day he again met the 
lady, and said to her, ^' I know now where you 
were going this morning with that basket/' If 
friends on whom he called were said to be en- 
gaged or not at home, he was at great pains to 
find out how they were engaged, or whether they 
were really at home in spite of the message to the 
contrary. One gentleman in Newport, not desir- 
ing to receive the count's visit, and knowing that 
he would not be safe anywhere in his own house, 
took refuge in the loft of his bam and drew the 
ladder up after him. 

And yet Adam Gurowski was a true-hearted 
man, loyal to eveiy good cause and devoted to his 
few friends. His life continued to the last to be 
a very checkered one. When the civil war broke 
out, his disapprobation of men and measures took 
expression in vehement and indignant protest 
against what appeared to him a willful mismanage- 
ment of public business. William H. Seward was 
then at the head of the Department of State, and 
against his policy the coimt fulminated in public 
and in private. He was warned by friends, and 
at last officially told that he could not be retained 
in the department if he persisted in stigmatizing 
its chief as a fool, a timeserver, no matter what 
He persevered, and was dismissed from his place. 
He had been on friendly terms with Charles 
Sumner, to whom he probably owed his appoint- 
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ment He tormented this gentleman to such a 
degree as to terminate all relations between the 
two. Of this breach Mr. Smnner gave the fol- 
lowing account : ^* The count would come to my 
rooms at all hours. When I left my sleeping- 
chamber in the morning, I often found him in my 
study, seated at my table, perusing my morning 
paper and probably any other matter which might 
excite his curiosity. If he happened to come in 
while a foreign minister was visiting me, he would 
stay through the visit I bore with this for a 
long time. At last the annoyance became in- 
supportable. One evening, after a long sitting in 
my room, he took leave, but presently returned 
for a fresh stance^ although it was already very 
late. I said to him, * Count, you must go now, 
and you must never return.' ^How is this, my 
dear friend ? ' exclaimed the count * There is no 
explanation,' said I, 'only you must not come 
to my room again.'" This ended the acquaint- 
ance! The count after this spoke very bitterly 
of Mr. Sumner, whose procedure did seem to me 
a little severe. 

Unfortimately the lesson was quite lost upon 
Gurowski, and he continued to make enemies of 
those with whom he had to do, until nearly every 
door in Washington was closed to him. There 
was one exception Mrs. Charles Eames, wife of 
a well-known lawyer, was one of the notabilities 



224 REMINISCENCES 

of Washington. Hers was one of those central 
characters which are able to attract and harmo* 
nize the most diverse social dements. Her house 
had long been a resort of the worthies of the 
capital Men of mark and of intelligence gathered 
about her, rq^dless of party divisions. No one 
understood Washington society better than she 
did, and no one in it was more highly esteemed 
or less liable to be misrepresented. Mrs. Eames 
well knew how provoking and tormenting Count 
Gurowski was apt to be, but she knew, too, the 
remarkable qualities which went far to redeem his 
troublesome traits of character. And so, when 
the coimt seemed to be entirely discredited, she 
stood up for him, warning her friends that if they 
came to her house they would always be likely to 
meet this imacceptable man. He, on his part, was 
warmly sensible of the value of her friendship^ 
and showed his gratitude by a sincere interest in 
all that concerned her. The courageous position 
which she had assumed in his behalf was not 
without effect upon the society of the place, and 
people in general felt obliged to show some re- 
spect to a person whom Mrs. Eames honored with 
her friendship. 

I myself have reason to remember with grati- 
tude Mrs. Eames's hospitality. I made more 
than one visit at her houses and I well recall the 
distinguished company that I met there. The 
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house was simple in its appointments, for the 
hosts were not in affluent circumstances^ but its 
atmosphere of cordiality and of good sense was 
delightful At one of her dinner parties I re- 
member meeting Hon. Salmon P. Chase^ after- 
wards Chief Justice of the United States, Secre- 
tary Welles of the Navy, and Senator Grimes oi 
Iowa. I had seen that morning a life-size paint- 
ing representing President Lincoln surrounded by 
the members of his Cabinet Mr. Chase, I thinks 
asked what I thought of the picture. I replied 
that I thought Mr. Lincoln's attitude rather awk- 
ward, and his legs out of proportion in their length. 
Mr. Chase laughed, and said, '' Mr. Lincoln's 1^^ 
are so long that it would be difficult to exaggerate 
them." 

I came to Washington soon after the conclusion 
of the war, and heard that Count Gurowski was 
seriously ill at the home of his good friend. I 
hastened thither to inquire concerning him, and 
learned that his life was almost despaired of. Mr. 
Eames told me this, and said that his wife and a 
lady friend of hers were incessant in their care ot 
him. He promised that I should see him as soon 
as a change for the better should appear. Instead 
of this I received one day a message from Mrs. 
Eames, saying that the count was now given up by 
his physician, and that I might com^ if I wished 
to see him alive once more. I went to the house 
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at once^ and found Mrs. Eames and her friend at 
the bedside of the dying man. He was akeady 
unconscious, and soon breathed his last At Mr. 
Eames's request I now gave up my room at the 
hotel and came to stay with Mrs. Eames, who 
was prostrated with the fatigue of nursing the 
sick man and with grief for his loss. While I sat 
and talked with her Mr. Eames entered the room, 
and said, *' Mrs. Howe, my wife has always had 
a menagerie here in Washington, and now she 
has lost her faithful old grizzly." 

I was intrusted with some of the arrangements 
for the funeral Mrs. Eames said to me that, as 
the count had been a man of no religious belief, 
she thought it would be best to invite a Unitarian 
minister to officiate at his funeral I should add 
that her grief prevented her from perceiving the 
humor of the suggestion. I accordingly secured 
the services of the Rev. John Pierpont, who hap- 
pened to be in Washington at the time. Charles 
Sumner came to the house before the funeral, 
and actually shed tears as he looked on the face 
of his former friend. He remarked upon the 
beauty of the countenance, saying in his rather 
oratorical way, ''There is a beauty of life, and 
there is a beauty of death.'' The count's good 
looks had been spoiled in early life by the loss of 
one eye, which had been destroyed, it was said, 
in a duel After death, however, this blemish 
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did not appear, and the distinction of the features 
was remarkable. 

Among his few efiFects was a printed volume 
containing the genealogy of his family, which had 
thrice intermarried with royal houses, once in the 
family of Maria Lesczinska, wife of Louis XV. oi 
France. A^thin this book he had inclosed one 
or two cast-off trifles belonging to Sirs. Eames, 
with a few words of deep and grateful affection. 
So ended this troublous life. The Russian min- 
ister at Washington called upon Mrs. Eames soon 
after the funeral, and spoke with respect of the 
count, who, he said, could have held a brilliant 
position in Russia, had it not been for his quarrel- 
some disposition. Despite his skepticism, and in 
all his poverty, he caused a mass to be said every 
year for the soul of his mother, who had been a 
devout Catholic. To the brother whose want of 
faith added the distresses of poverty to the woes 
of exile, Giurowski once addressed a letter in the 
following form : " To John Giurowski, the greatest 
scoundrel in Eiu-ope.'' A younger brother of his, 
a man of great beauty of person, enticed one ot 
the infantas of Spain from the school or convent 
in which she was pursuing her education. This 
adventure made much noise at the time. Mrs. 
Eames once read me part of a letter from this 
lady, in which she spoke of '' the faXsl Gorowski 
beauty." 
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It was in the early years of this decade (1850- 
1860) that I definitively came before the world as 
an author. My first volume of poems, entitled 
** Passion Flowers/' was published by Ticknor and 
Fields^ without my name. In the choice and ar- 
rangement of the poems James T. Fields had 
been very helpful to me. My lack of experience 
had led me to suppose that my incognito might 
easily be maintained, but in this my expectations 
were disappointed. The authorship of the book 
was at once traced to me. It was much praised, 
much blamed, and much called in question. From 
the highest literary authorities of the time it re- 
ceived encouraging commendation. Mr. Emer- 
son acknowledged the copy sent him, in a very 
kind letter. Mr. Whittier did likewise. He wrote, 
'' I dare say thy volume has faults enough." For 
all this, he spoke warmly of its merits. Prescott, 
the beloved historian, made me happy with his 
good opinion. George Ripley, in the " New York 
Tribune," Edwin Whipple and Frank Sanborn in 
Boston, reviewed the volume in a very genial and 
appreciative spirit. I think that my joy reached 
its height when I heard Theodore Parker repeat 
some of my lines from the pulpit. Miss Catharine 
Sedgwick, in speaking of the poems to a mutual 
friend, quoted with praise a line from my long 
poem on Rome. Speaking of my first hearing of 
the nightingale, it says : — 
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. *'Anote 
Fen as a star falls, trailtng sound for Ught* 

Dr. Francis Lieber quoted the following pas- 
sage as having a Shakespearean ring : — 

" Bat, as none can tell 
Among the sunbeams which unoonsdoos one 
Comes weaponed with celestial will, to strike 
The stroke of Freedom on the fettered floods* 
Giving the spring his watchword -^eren so 
Rome knew not she had spoke the word of Fate 
That should, from out its sluggishness, compel 
The frost-bound rastness of barbaric life, 
Tin, with an ominous sound, the torrent rose 
And rushed upon her with terrific brow, 
Sweeping her back, through all her haughty ways. 
To her own gates, a piteous fqgitive.'' 

I make mention of these things because the 
volume has long been out of print It was a timid 
performance upon a slender reed, but the great 
performers in the noble orchestra of writers an- 
answered to its appeal, which won me a seat in 
their ranks. 

The work, such as it was, dealt partly with the 
stirring questions of the time, partly with things 
near and familiar. The events of 1848 were still 
in fresh remembrance: the heroic efiForts of 
Italian patriots to deliver their country from 
foreign oppression, the struggle of Hungary to 
maintain her ancient immunities. The most im-^ 
portant among my '* Passion Flowers '* were devoted 
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to these themes. The wrongs and suflFerings of 
the slave had their part in the volume. A second 
publication, following two years later^ and styled 
''Words for the Hour/' was esteemed by some crit- 
ics as better than the first. George William Cur- 
tis^ at that time editor of ** Putnam's Magazine^" 
wrote me> '' It is a better book than its predeces- 
sor, but wiQ probably not meet with the same suc- 
cess." And so, indeed, it proved 

I had always contemplated writing for the 
stage, and was now emboldened to compose a 
drama entitled, " The World's Own," which was 
produced at Wallack's Theatre in New York. 
The principal characters were sustained by Ma- 
tilda Heron, then in the height of her popularity, 
and Mr. Sothem, afterwards so famous in the rOle 
of Lord Dundreary. The play was performed 
several times in New York and once in BostoxL 
It was pronounced by one critic '' full of literary 
merits and of dramatic defects." It did not» as 
they say, " keep the stage." 

My next literary venture was a series of papers 
descriptive of a visit made to the island of Cuba 
in 1859, under the following circumstances. 

Theodore Parker had long intended to make 
this year one of foreign travel He had plaxmed 
a journey in South America, and Dr. Howe had 
promised to accompany him. The sudden failure 
of Parker's health at this time was thought to 
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render a change of climate imperative, and in the 
month of February a voyage to Cuba was pre- 
scribed for him. In this. Dr. Howe willingly 
consented to accompany him, deciding also that 
I must be of the party. 

Oiu" departure was in rough weather. George 
Ripley, formerly of Brook Farm and then of the 
" New York Tribime," an early friend of Parker, 
came to see us ofF. My husband insbted some- 
what strenuously upon my coming to table at the 
first meal served on board, as this would secure 
me a place for the entire voyage. I felt very ill, 
and Parker, who was seated at the same table, 
looked at my husband and said, **Natura duce^* 
for which I was very gratefuL Presently the 
captain, who was carving a roast of beef, asked 
some one whether a slice of fat was likewise de- 
sired At this I fled to my cabin without waiting 
for permission. Parker also took refuge in his 
berth, and we did not meet again for some time. 
We had encountered a head wind in the Gulf 
Stream, and were rolled and tossed about in great 
discomfort. I persisted in being carried on deck 
every day. My stewardess once said to the stout 
steward who rendered me this service, "This 
lady has a great deal of energy and no power** 
My bearer, seeking, no doubt, to comfort m^ 
growled in my ear, " Well now, I expect this seap 
sickness is a dreadful thing." Soon a brighter 
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day dawned upon ns, and Parker aiq>eared cm 
deck, limp and helpless, and glad to lie upon a 
mattress. We had sad tales to tell of what we 
had suffered. A pretty lady passenger, who sat 
with us, held up a number of the ''Atlantic 
Monthly" containing Colonel Higginson's well-re- 
membered paper, ''Ought Women to learn the 
Alphabet?" ''Yes," cried her husband, "for 
they have got to teach it" By this time we had 
reached the southern seas, and I had entirely re- 
covered from my sea-sickness. When I made my 
appearance, standing erect, and in my right 
clothes and mind, people did not recognize me, 
and asked, "Where did that lady come from?" 
On our way to Havana we stopped for a day 
at Nassau. Here we were entertained at lunch- 
eon by a physician of the island. Among the 
articles served to us was the tropical breadfruit, 
which might really be mistaken for a loaf fresh 
from the baker's oven. Before this we attended 
a morning drill of soldiers at the fort In the 
book which I published afterwards, I spoke of the 
presiding officer as a lean Don Quixote on a 
leaner Rosinante. The colonel, for such was his 
rank, sent me word that he did not resent my 
mention of himself, but thought that I might 
have spoken more admiringly of his horse, of 
which he was very proud. A drive in the envi- 
rons and an evening service at the chiu'ch com- 
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pleted my experience of the friendly little island 
When we reembarked for Cuba a gay party of 
young people accompanied us, all in light sunmier 
wear, fluttering with frills and ribbons. The 
rough sea soon sent them all below, to reappear 
only when we neared the end of our journey. 

The voyage had been of small service to our 
friend Parker, who was a wretched sailor. Ar- 
rived in Havana, he was able to go about some- 
what with Dr. Howe. He had, however, a longer 
voyage before him, and my husband and I went 
with him to the Spanish steamer which was to 
carry him to Vera Cruz, whence he sailed for 
Europe, never to return. Our parting was a sad 
one. Parker embraced us both, probably feeling, 
as we did, that he might never see us again. I 
still carry in my mind the picture of his serious 
face, crowned with gray locks and a soft grdy 
hat, as he looked over the side of the vessel and 
waved us a last farewell. 

The following extract from my " Trip to Cuba " 
preserves the record of our mutual leave-taking. 

*' A pleasant row brought us to the side of the 
steamer. It was dusk already as we ascended her 
steep gangway, and from that to darkness there 
is at this season but the interval of a breath. 
Dusk too were oiu* thoughts at parting from Can 
Grande, the mighty, the vehement, the great 
fighter. How were we to miss his deep music. 
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here and at home I With his assistance we had 
made a very respectable band ; now we were to 
be only a wandering drum and fif^ — the fife 
particularly shrill and the drum particularly 
solemn. 

** And now came silence and tears and last em- 
braces ; we slipped down the gangway into our 
little craft and, looking up, saw bending above us, 
between the slouched hat and the silver beard, 
the eyes that we can never forget, that seemed to 
drop back in the darkness with the solemnity of 
a last farewell We went home, and the drum 
hung himself gloomily on his peg, and the little 
fife sAuf up for the remainder of the evening/' 

To our hotel in Havana came, one day, a lovely 
lady, with pathetic dark eyes and a look of ill 
health. She was accompanied by her husband 
and little son. This was Mrs. Frank Hampton, 
formerly Miss Sally Baxter, a great belle in her 
time, and much admired by Mr. Thackeray. When 
we were introduced to each other, I asked, " Are 
you the Mrs. Hampton ? " She asked, *' Are you 
the Mrs. Howe ? " We became friends at once. 
The Hamptons went with us to Matanzas, where 
we passed a few pleasant day& Dr. Howe was 
very helpful to the beautiful invaUd. Something 
in the expression of her face reminded him of a 
relative known to him in early life, and on inquiiy 
he found that Mrs. Hampton's father was a 
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distant cousin of his own. Mrs. Hampton talked 
much of Thackeray, who had been, while in this 
country, a familiar visitor at her father's house. 
She told me that she recognized bits of her own 
conversation in some of the sayings of Ethel New- 
come, and I have little doubt that in depicting the 
beautiful and noble though wayward girl he had 
in mind something of the aspect and character of 
the lovely Sally Baxter. In his correspondence 
with the family he was sometimes very playful, as 
when he wrote to Mrs. Baxter thanking her for 
the "wickled palnuts and pandy breaches," which 
she had lately sent him. 

When we left Havana our new friends went 
with us to Charleston, and invited us to visit 
them at their home in Columbia, S. C. This we 
were glad to do. The house at which the Hamp- 
tons received us belonged to an elder brother, 
Wade Hampton, whose family were at this time 
traveling in Europe. Wade Hampton called 
upon Dr. Howe, and soon introduced a topic 
which we would gladly have avoided, namely, the 
strained relations between the North and the 
South. "We mean to fight for it," said Wade 
Hampton. But Dr. Howe afterwards said to me : 
"They cannot be in earnest about meaning to 
fight. It would be too insane, too fatal to their 
own interests." So indeed it proved, but they 
^hen knew us as little as we knew them. They 
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thought that we could not fight, and we thought 
that they would not Both parties were soon 
made wiser by sad experience. 

My account of this trip, after publication in the 
** Atlantic Monthly/' was issued in book form by 
Ticknor and Fields. Years after this time^ a 
friend of mine landed in Cuba with a copy of the 
book in her hand luggage. It was at once taken 
from her by the custom-house officers, and she 
never saw it again. This little work was favorably 
spoken of and well received, but it did not please 
everybody. In one of its chapters, speaking of 
the natural indolence of the negroes in tropical 
countries, I had ventured to express the opinion 
that compulsory employment is better than none. 
Good Mr. Garrison seized upon this sentence 
and impaled it in a column of " The Liberator " 
headed, "The Refuge of Oppression "' I cer- 
tainly did not intend it as an argument in favor 
of negro slavery. As an abstract proposition, 
and without reference to color, I still think it 
true. 

The publication of my Cuban notes brought 
me an invitation to chronicle the events of the 
season at Newport for the " New York Tribune." 
This was the beginning of a correspondence with 
that paper which lasted well into the time of the 
civil war. My letters dealt somewhat with social 
doings in Newport and in Boston, but more with 
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the great events of the time. To me the experi- 
ence was valuable in that I fomid myself brought 
nearer in sympathy to the general public, and 
helped to a better understanding of its needs and 
demands. 

It was in the days now spoken of that I first 
saw Edwin Booth. Dr. Howe and I betook oiu:- 
selves to the Boston Theatre one rainy evening, 
expecting to see nothing more than an ordinary 
performance. The play was " Richelieu," and we 
had seen but little of Mr. Booth's part in it before 
we turned to each other and said, " This is the 
real thing." In every word, in every gesture, the 
touch of genius mad^ itself felt. A little later I 
saw him in ''Hamlet," and was even more as- 
tonished and delighted. While he was still com- 
pleting this his first engagement in Boston, I re> 
ceived a letter from his manager, proposing that 
I should write a play for Mr. Booth. My first 
drama, though not a success, had made me some- 
what known to theatrical people. I had been 
made painfully aware of its defects, and desired 
nothing more than to profit by the lesson of ex- 
perience in producing something that should de- 
serve entire approbation. It was therefore with a 
good hope of success that I undertook to write 
the play. Mr. Booth himself called upon me, in 
pursuance of his request The favorable impres- 
sion which he had made upon me was not lessened 
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by a nearer view. I found him modest, intelligent, 
and above all genuine, — the man as worthy of ad- 
miration as the artist Although I had seen Mr. 
Booth in a variety of characters, I could only think 
of representing him as Hippolytus, a beautiful 
youth, of heroic type, enamored of a high ideal 
This was the part which I desired to create for 
him. I undertook the composition without much 
delay, and devoted to it the months of one sum- 
mer's sojourn at Lawton's Valley. 

This lovely little estate had come to us almost 
fortuitously. George William Curtis, writing of 
the Newport of forty years ago, gives a character 
sketch of one Alfred Smith, a well-known real 
estate agent, who managed to entrap strangers in 
his gig, and drove about with them, often succeed- 
ing in making them purchasers of some bit of 
property in the sale of which he had a personal 
interest. In the summer of 1852 my husband 
became one of his victims. I say this because 
Dr. Howe made the purchase without much delib- 
eration. In fact, he could hardly have told any 
one why he made it The farm was a very poor 
one, and the farmhouse very small Some neces- 
sary repairs rendered it habitable for oiu: family 
of little children and oiu-selves. I did not desire 
the purchase, but I soon became much attached 
to the valley, which my husband's care greatly 
beautified. This was a wooded gorges perhaps 
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an eighth of a mile from the house, and extending 
some distance between high rocky banks. We 
found it a wilderness of brambles, with a brook 
which ran much out of its proper course. Dr. 
Howe converted it into a most charming out-of- 
door salon. A firm green sod took the place of 
the briers, the brook was restrained within its 
proper limits, and some fine trees replaced as 
many decayed stumps. An old, disused mill added 
to the picturesqueness of the scene. Below it 
rushed a small waterfall Here I have passed 
many happy hours with my books and my babies, 
but it was not in this enchanting spot that I wrote 
my play. 

I had at this time and for many years afterward 
a superstition about a north light. My eyes had 
given me some trouble, and I felt obliged to fol- 
low my literary work under circumstances most 
favorable for their use. The exposure of our little 
farmhouse was south and west, and its only north 
light was derived from a window at the top of 
the attic stairs. Here was a platform just large 
enough to give room for a table two feet square. 
The stairs were shut ofF from the rest of the 
house by a stout door. And here, through the 
summer heats, and in spite of many wasps, I wrote 
my five-act drama, dreaming of the fine emphasis 
which Mr. Booth would give to its best passages 
and of the beautiful appearance he would make 
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in classic costume. He, meanwhile, wais growing 
into great fame and favor with the public, and 
was called hither and thither by numerous engage- 
ments. The period of his courtship and marriage 
intervened, and a number of years elapsed be- 
tween the completion of the play and his first 
reading of it. 

At last there came a time in which the pro- 
duction of the play seemed possible. Charlotte 
Cushman and Edwin Booth were both in Boston 
performing, as I remember, but not at the same 
theatre. They agreed to act in my play. R L. 
Davenport, manager of the Howard Athenaeum, 
undertook to produce it, and my dream was very 
near becoming a reality. But lo I on a sudden, 
the manager bethought him that the time was 
rather late in the season ; that the play would 
require new scenery ; and, more than all, that his 
wife, who was also an actress, was not pleased 
with a secondary part assigned to her. A polite 
note informed me of his change of mind. This 
was, I think, the greatest " let down " that I ever 
experienced. It afifected me seriously for some 
days, after which I determined to attempt nothing 
more for the stage. 

In truth, there appeared to be little reason for 
this action on the part of the manager. Miss 
Cushman, speaking of it, said to me, " My dear, 
if Edwin Booth and I had done nothing more 
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than to stand upon the stage and say 'good even- 
ing' to each other, the house would have been 
fiUed." 

Mr. Booth, in the course of these years, experi- 
enced great happiness and great sorrow. On the 
occasion of our first meeting he had spoken to 
me of "little Mary Devlin" as an actress of 
much promise, who had recently been admired 
in " several heavy parts." In process of time he 
became engaged to this young girl. Before the 
announcement of this fact he appeared with her 
several times before the Boston public Few that 
saw it will ever forget a performance of Romeo 
and Juliet in which the two true lovers were at 
their best, ideally young, beautiful, and identified 
with their parts. I soon became well acquainted 
with this exquisite little woman, of whose un- 
timely death the poet Parsons wrote : — 

'* What shall we do now, Mary being dead. 
Or say or write that shall express the half? 
What can we do bnt pillow that fair head, 
And let the spring-time write her epitaph?— 

^^ As it will soon, in snowdrop, violet, 

Windflower and columbine and maiden's tear; 
Each letter of that pretty alphabet 
That spells in flowers the pageant of the year. 

** She hath fulfilled her promise and hath paatedi 
Set her down gently at the iron door! 
Eyes look on that loved image for the last t 
Now cover it in earth, — her earth no mora." 



242 REMINISCENCES 

These lines recall to me the scene of Mary Booth's 
funeral, which took place in wintry weather, 
the service being held at the chapel in Mount 
Auburn. Hers was a most pathetic figure as 
she lay, serene and lovely, sturoimded with flow- 
ers. As Edwin Booth followed the casket, his 
eyes heavy with grief, I could not but remember 
how often I had seen him enact the part of Ham- 
let at the stage burial of Ophelia. Beside or be- 
hind him walked a young man of remarkable 
beauty, to be sadly known at a later date as 
Wilkes Booth, the assassin of Lincoln and the 
victim of his own crime. Henry Ward Beecher, 
meeting Mary Booth one day at dinner at my 
house, was so much impressed with her peculiar 
charm that, on the occasion of her death, he 
wrote a very sympathetic letter to Mr. Booth, and 
became thenceforth one of his most esteemed 
friends. 

The years between 1850 and 1857, eventful as 
they were, appear to me almost a period of play 
when compared with the time of trial which was 
to follow. It might have been likened to the 
tuning of instruments before some great musical 
solemnity. The theme was already suggested, 
but of its wild and terrible development who 
could have had any foreknowledge ? Parker, in- 
deed, writing to Dr. Howe from Italy, said, 
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"What a pity that the map of our magnificent 
country should be destined to be so soon torn in 
two on account of the negro, that poorest of 
human creatures, satisfied, even in slavery, with 
sugar cane and a banjo." On reading this predic- 
tion, I remarked to my husband : ** This is poor, 
dear Parker's foible. He always thinks that he 
knows what will come to pass. How absurd is 
this forecast of his ! " 
** I don't know about that," replied Dr. Howe. 



CHAPTER XII 

THE CHURCH OF THE DISCIPLES: IN WAR TIME 

I MUST here ask leave to turn back a little in 
the order of my reminiscencesi my narrative hav- 
ing led me to pass by certain points which I de- 
sire to mention. 

The great comfort which I had in Parker's 
preaching came to an end when my children at- 
tained an age at which it appeared desirable that 
they should attend public worship. Concerning 
this my husband argued as follows : — 

" The children [our two eldest girls] are now 
of an age at which they should receive impres- 
sions of reverence. They should, therefore, see 
nothing at the Sunday service which would mili- 
tate against that feeling. At Parker's meeting 
individuals read the newspapers before the exer- 
cises begin. A good many persons come in after 
the prayer, and some go out before the conclusion 
of the sermon. These irregularities offend my 
sense of decorumi and appear to me undesirable 
in the religious education of the family." 

It was a grievous thing for me to comply with 
my husband's wishes in this matter. I said of it 
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to his friend, Horace Mann, that to give up Fa- 
ker's ministry for any other would be like going 
to the synagogue when F^ul was preaching near 
at hand. Parker was soon made aware of Dr. 
Howe's views, but no estrangement ensued be- 
tween the two friends. He did, however, write 
to my husband a letter, in which he laid great 
stress upon the depth and strength of his own 
concern in religion. 

My husband cherished an old predilection for 
King's Chapel, and would have been pleased if I 
had chosen to attend service there. My mind, 
however, was otherwise disposed. Having heard 
Parker, at the close of one of his discourses, speak 
in warm commendation of James Freeman Clarke, 
announcing at the same time that Mr. Clarke was 
about to begin a new series of services at Williams 
Hall, I determined to attend these. 

With Mr. Clarke I had indeed some slight ac- 
quaintance, having once heard him preach at Free- 
man Place Chapel, and having met him on divers 
occasions. It is well known that this, his first 
pastorate in Boston, was neariy lost to him in con- 
sequence of his inviting Theodore P^ker on one 
occasion to occupy his pulpit The feeling against 
the latter was then so strong as to cause an influ- 
ential part of the congregation to withdraw from 
the society, which therefore threatened to fail 
for want of funds. Some years later Mr. Qarke 
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resigned his charge and went abroad for a 
prolonged stay, possibly with indefinite ideas as 
to the future employment of his life. He was 
possessed of much literary and artistic taste, and 
might easily have added one to the number of 
those whO| like George Bancroft, Jared Sparks, 
and others, had entered the Unitarian ministry, 
to leave it, after a few years, for fields of labor 
in which they were destined to achieve greater 
success. 

Fortunately, the suggestion of such a course, if 
entertained by him at all, did not prevail Mr. 
Clarke's interest in the Christian ministry was too 
deeply grounded to be easily overcome. Return- 
ing from a restful and profitable sojourn in Eu- 
rope, he sought to gather again those of his flock 
who had held to him and to each other. He found 
them ready to welcome him back with unabated 
love and trust It was at this juncture that I 
heard Theodore Parker make the mention of him 
which brought him to my remembrance, bringing 
me also very reluctantly to his new place of 
worship. 

The hall itself was unattractive and the .aspect 
of its occupants decidedly unfashionable. Indeed, 
a witty friend of mine once said to me that the 
bonnets seen there were of so singular a descrip- 
tion, as constantly to distract her attention from 
the minister's sermon. 
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This absence of fashion rather commended the 
place to me; for I had had in my life enough and 
too much of that church-going in which the bon- 
nets, the pews, and the doctrine appear to rest on 
one dead level of conventionalism. 

Mr. Clarke's preaching was as unlike as possible 
to that of Theodore Parker. While not wanting 
in the critical spirit, and characterized by very 
definite views of the questions which at that time 
were foremost in the mind of the conmiunity, 
there ran through the whole course of his minis- 
trations an exquisite tone of charity and good-wilL 
He had not the philosophic and militant genius of 
Parker, but he had a genius of his own, poetical, 
harmonizing. In after years I esteemed myself 
fortunate in having passed from the drastic dis- 
cipline of the one to the tender and reconciling 
ministry of the other. The members of the con-_ 
gregation were mostly strangers to me, yet I felt 
from the first a respect for them. In process of 
time I came to know something of their antece- 
dents, and to make friends among them. 

After some years of attendance at Williams 
Hall, our society, somewhat increased in numbers, 
removed to Indiana Place Chapel, where we re- 
mained until we were able to erect for ourselves 
the commodious and homelike building which we 
occupy to-day. 

Our minister was a man of much impulse but 
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of more judgment In his character were blended 
the best traits of the conservative and of the 
liberal His ardent temperament and sanguine 
disposition bred in him that natural hopefulness 
which is so important an element in all attempted 
reform. His soimd mind, well disciplined by cul- 
ture, held fast to the inherited treasiupes of so- 
ciety, while a fortunate power of apprehending 
principles rendered him very steadfast, both in 
advance and in reserve. In the agitated period 
which preceded the civil war and in that which 
followed it, he in his modest pulpit became one of 
the leaders, not of his own flock alone, but of the 
community to which he belonged I can imagine 
few things more instructive and desirable than was 
his preaching in those troublous times, so full of 
unanswered question and unreconciled discord. 
His church was like an organ, with deep under- 
tones and lofty, aspiring treble, — the master hand 
pressing the keys, the heart of the congregation 
responding with a full melody. Festivals of sor- 
row were held in Indiana Place Chapel, and many 
of them, — James Buchanan's hollow fast, a day of 
mourning for John Brown, and, saddest and great- 
est of all, a solemn service following the assassina- 
tion of Abraham Lincoln. We were led through 
these shadows of death by the radiant light of a 
truly Christian faith, which our pastor ever held 
before us. Among the many who stood by him 
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in his labors of love was a lady possessed of rare 
taste in the disposition of floral and other decora- 
tions. We came at last to confer on her the title 
of the Flower Saint On the occasion last men- 
tioned, when we entered the building, full of hope- 
less sorrow, we saw pulpit and altar adorned with 
a rich violet pall, on which, at intervals, hung 
wreaths of white lilies. So something of the 
pomp of victory was mingled with our bitter sense 
of loss. The nation's chief was gone, but with 
the noble army of martyrs we now beheld him, 
crowned with the unfading glory of his work. 

Mr. Clarke's life possesses an especial interest 
from the fact of its having been one of those rare 
lives which start in youth with an ideal, and follow 
it through manhood to old age ; parting from it 
only at the last breath, and bequeathing it to pos- 
terity in its full growth and beauty. This ideal 
appeared to him in the guise of a free church, 
whose pews should not be sold, whose seats should 
be open to all, with no cumbrous encounter of 
cross-interests, — a church of true worship and ear- 
nest interpretation, which should be held together 
by the bond of veritable sympathy. This living 
church he built out of his own devout and tender 
heart A dream at first, he saw it take shape and 
grow, and when he flitted from its sphere he felt 
that it would stand and endure. 

In marriage Mr. Clarke had been most fortu- 
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nate. He became attached early in life to a 
young lady of rare beauty, and of character not 
less imcommoni to whom he once wrote some 
charming lines, beginning, — 

^ When shall we meet agsdn, dearest and best ? 
Thoa going eastward, and I to the west ?* 

This attachment probably dated from the period 
of his theological studies at Meadville, Pa. In 
due course of time the two lives became united 
in a most happy and helpful partnership. Mrs* 
Clarke truly attained the dignity of a mother in 
Israel She went hand-in-hand with her husband 
in all his church work. She made his home sim- 
ple in adornment but exquisite in comfort She 
was less social in disposition than he, less excit- 
able, indeed, so calm of nature that her husband, 
in giving her a copy of my first volume of poems, 
wrote on the fly-leaf, '' To the passionless, ' Fusion 
Flowers,' " and in the lines that followed compared 
her to the Jungfrau with its silvery light This 
calmness, which was not coldness, sometimes en- 
abled her to render a service which might have 
been difficult to many. I remember that a young 
minister, a fresh convert from Calvinistic doctrine, 
preached one Sunday a rather crude sermon, in 
Mr. Clarke's absence. After the close of the ser- 
vice Mrs. Clarke went up to the speaker, who 
was expected to preach that evening at a well- 
known church in the city, and sakl, " Mr. , if 
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you intend to give the sermon we have just heard 

at the church this evening, you will do well 

to omit certain things in it" She proceeded to 
mention the changes which appeared to her desir- 
able. Her advice, most kindly given, was no doubt 
appreciated. 

Let me here record my belief that society rardy 
attains anywhere a higher level than that which 
all must recognize in the Boston of the last forty 
years. The religious philosophy of the Unita- 
rian pulpit ; the intercourse with the learned men 
of Harvard College, more frequent formerly than 
at present; the inheritance of solid and earnest 
character, most precious of estates ; the nobility 
of thought developed in Margaret Fuller^s pupils ; 
the cordial piety of such leaders as Phillips Brooks, 
James Freeman Clarke, and Edward Everett Hale ; 
the presence of leading authors, — Holmes, Long- 
fellow, Emerson, and Lowell, — all these circum- 
stances combined have given to Massachusetts a 
halo of glory which time should not soon have 
power to dim. 

Massachusetts, as I understand her, asks for 
no false leadership, for no illusory and transient 
notoriety. Where Truth and Justice c(»nmand, 
her sons and daughters will follow; and if she 
should sometimes be foimd first in the ranks, it 
will not be because her ambition has displaced 
others, but because the strength of her convictions 
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has carried her beyond the ranks of the doubting 
and deliberate. 

The decade precedmg the civil war was indeed 
a period of much agitation. The anomalous posi- 
tion of a slave system in a democratic republic 
was beginning to make itself keenly felt The 
political preponderance of the slaveholding States^ 
fostered and upheld by the immense money power 
of the North, had led their inhabitants to believe 
that they needed to endure no limits. Recent 
legislation, devised and accomplished by their 
leaders, had succeeded in enforcing upon Northern 
communities a tame compliance with their most 
extravagant demands. The extension of the slave 
system to the new territories, soon to constitute 
new States, became the avowed purpose of South- 
em politicians. The conscience of the North, 
lulled by financial prosperity, awoke but slowly to 
an imderstanding of the situation* To enlighten 
this conscience was evidently the most important 
task of public-spirited men. Among other devices 
to this end, a newspaper was started in Boston 
with the name of "The CommonwealtL" Its 
immediate object was to reach and convince that 
important portion of the body politic which dis- 
trusts rhetoric and oratory, but which sooner or 
later gives heed to dispassionate argument and 
the advocacy of plain issues. 

My husband took an active interest in the man- 
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agement of this paper, and indeed assumed its ed- 
itorship for one entire winter. In this task I had 
great pleasure in assisting him. We heg^n our 
work together every morning, — he supervising 
and supplying the political department of the pa- 
per, I doing what I could in the way of social and 
literary criticism. Among my contributions to 
the work were a series of notices of Dr. Holmes's 
Lowell lectures on the English poets, and a paper 
on Mrs. Stowe and George Sand. ''The Com- 
monwealth" did good service in the battle of 
opinion which imexpectedly proved a prelude to 
the most important event in our history as a 
nation. 

The reading public hardly needs to^y to be 
reminded that Mrs. Stowe's story of " Uncle Tom's 
Cabin " played an important part in the change of 
base, which in time became evident in the North. 
The torch of her sympathy, held before the lurid 
pictures of slave life, set two continents on fire 
with loathing and indignation against abuses so 
little in accordance with civil progpress and Chris- 
tian illumination. Europeans reproached us with 
this enthroned and persevering barbarisnL ''Why 
is it endured?" they asked, and we could only 
answer : " It has a legal right to exist" 

Some time in the fifties, my husband spoke to 
me of a very remarkable man, of whom, he said, 
I should be sure to hear sooner or later. This 
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man. Dr. Howe said, seemed to intend to devote 
his life to the redemption of the colored race from 
slavery, even as Christ had willingly offered his 
life for the salvation of mankind. It was enjoined 
upon me that I should not mention to any one 
this confidential communication; and to make 
sure that I should not, I allowed the whole matter 
to pass out of my thoughts. It may have been a 
year or more later that Dr. Howe said to me : 
** Do you remember that man of whom I spoke to 
you, — the one who wished to be a saviour for the 
negro race?" I replied in the affirmative. ^That 
man," said the doctor, " will call here this after- 
noon. You will receive him. His name is John 
Brown." Thus admonished, I watched for the 
visitor, and prepared to admit him myself when 
he should ring at the door. 

This took place at our house in South Boston, 
where it was not at all infra dig. for me to open 
my own door. At the expected time I heard the bell 
ring, and, on answering it, beheld a middle-aged, 
middle-sized man, with hair and beard of amber 
color, streaked with gray. He looked a Puritan 
of the Puritans, forceful, concentrated, and self- 
contained. We had a brief interview, of which I 
only remember my great gratification at meeting 
one of whom I had heard so good an account. I 
saw him once again at Dr. Howe's office, and then 
heard no more of him for some time. 
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I cannot tell how long after this it was that I 
took up the ** Transcript " one evening, and read 
of an attack made by a small body of men on 
the arsenal at Harper's Ferry. Dr. Howe pre* 
sently came in, and I told him what I had just 
read. ''Brown has got to work," he said. I 
had already arrived at the same conclusion. The 
rest of the story is matter of history : the failure 
of the slaves to support the movement initiated 
for their emancipation, the brief contest, the 
inevitable defeat and surrender, the death of the 
rash, brave man upon the sca£Fold. All this 
is known, and need not be repeated here. In 
speaking of it, my husband assured me that John 
Brown's plan had not been so impossible of 
realization as it appeared to have been after its 
failure. Brown had been led to hope that, upon 
a certain signal, the slaves from many plantations 
would come to him in such numbers that he and 
they would become masters of the situation with 
little or no bloodshed. Neither he nor those who 
were concerned with him had it at all in mind to 
stir up the slaves to acts of cruelty and revenge. 
The plan was simply to combine . them in large 
numbers, and in a position so strong that the 
question of their freedom would be decided then 
and there, possibly without even a battle. 

I confess that the whole scheme appeared to 
roe wild and chimerical Of its details I knew 
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nothing, and have never learned more. None of 
us could exactly approve an act so revolutionary 
in its character, yet the great-hearted attempt 
enlisted our sympathies very strongly. The weeks 
of John Brown's imprisonment were very sad 
ones, and the day of his death was one of general 
mourning in New England Even there, however, 
people were not all of the same mind. I heard 
a friend say that John Brown was a pig-headed 
old fooL In the Church of the Disciples, on the 
other hand, a special service was held on the day 
of the execution, and the pastor took for his text 
the saying of Christ, ** It is enough for the dis- 
ciple that he be as his master." Victor Hugo had 
already said that the death of John Brown would 
thenceforth hallow the scaffold, even as the death 
of Christ had hallowed the cross. 

The record of John Brown's life has been fully 
written, and by a friendly hand I will only men- 
tion here that he had much to do with the suc- 
cessful contest which kept slavery out of the 
territoiy of Kansas. He was a leading chief in 
the border warfare which swept back the pro- 
slaveiy immigration attempted by some of the 
wild spirits of Missouri In this struggle^ he one 
day saw two of his own sons shot by the Border 
Ruffians (as the Missouriahs of the border were 
then called), without trial or mercy. Some people 
thought that this dreadful sight had maddened 
his brain, as well it might. 
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I recall one humorous anecdote about him, 
related to me by my husband. On one occasion, 
during the border war, he had taken several pris- 
oners, and among them a certain judge. Brown 
was always a man of prayer. On this occasion, 
feeling quite uncertain as to whether he ought to 
spare the lives of the prisoners, he retired into a 
thicket near at hand, and besought the Lord long 
and fervently to inspire him with the right 
determination. The judge, overhearing this peti- 
tion, was so much amused at it that, in spite of 
the gravity of his own position, he laughed aloud. 

"Judge ^," cried John Brown, ''if you mock 

at my prayers, I shall know what to do with you 
without asking the Almighty." 

I remember now that I saw John Brown's wife 
on her way to visit her husband in prison and 
to see the last of him. She seemed a strongs 
earnest woman, plain in manners and in speech. 

This brings me to the period of the civil war. 
What can I say of it that has not already been 
said? Its cruel fangs fastened upon the very 
heart of Boston, and took from us our best and 
bravest From many a stately mansion father 
or son went forth, followed by weeping, to be 
brought back for bitterer sorrow. The work of 
the women in providing comforts for the soldiers 
was imremitting. In organizing and conducting 
the great bazaars, which were held in furtherance 
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of this object, many of these women found a new 
scope for their activities, and developed abilities 
hitherto misuspected by themselves. 

Even in gay Newport there were sad reverbera- 
tions of the strife; and I shall never forget an 
afternoon on which I drove into town with my 
son, by this time a lad of fourteen, and found the 
main street lined with carriages, and the carriages 
filled with white-faced people, intent on I knew 
not what Meeting a friend, I asked, ** Why are 
these people here ? What are they waiting f or, 
and why do they look as they do ? " 

''They are waiting for the mail. Don't you 
know that we have had a dreadful reverse?'* 
Alas I this was the second battle of Bull Run. I 
have made some record of it in a poem entitled 
'' The Flag," which I dare mention here because 
Mr. Emerson, on hearing it, said to me, '' I like 
the architecture of that poem." 

Prominent among the helpers called out by the 
war was our noble war governor, John Albion 
Andrew. My first acquaintance with him was 
formed in the early days of the Free-Soil P^urty, 
of which he and my husband were leading mem- 
bers. This organization, if I remember rightly, 
grew out of an earlier one which marked the very 
beginning of a new movement Its members were 
spoken of as ''young Whigs," and its principles 
were friendship for the negro and opposition to 
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war, which at that time was particularly directed 
against the Mexican war. It was as a young 
Whig that Dr. Howe consented to become a can- 
didate for a seat in the Congress of the United 
States. The development of a pro-slavery policy 
on the part of our government, and the intention 
made evident of not only maintaining but also ex- 
tending the area of slaveiy, soon gave to the new 
party a very serious raison eTitre^ and under its 
influence the young Whigs became Free Soilers.^ 
Some of these gentlemen came often to our 
house, and among them I soon learned to distin- 
guish Mr. Andrew. As time went on, he became 
a familiar friend in our household Our mutual 
interest in the Church of the Disciples, and our 
rq^ard for its pastor were bonds which drew us 
together. He was, indeed, a typical American of 
the best sort Most happy in temperament, with 
great vitality and enjoyment of life, he united in 
his make-up the gifts of quick perception and calm 
deliberation. His judgments were broad, sound, 
and charitable, his disposition full of good-will, 
his tastes at once simple and comprdiensive. He 
was at home in high society, and not less so among 
the lowly. He was very social in dispositiont and 

1 In the days here spoken of, the Cochitnate water was first 
brought into Boston. I was asked one day to famish a tosst for 
a temperance festival, and felt mored to send the foUowing: 
* Free soO,— free water, -« free graoeb" which wai well r ece i ved. 
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much ''given to hospitality/' but without show or 
pretense. He had been one of the original mem- 
bers of the Church of the Disciples, and had cer- 
tainly been drawn toward Mr. Clarke by a deep 
and genuine religious sympathy. Although a man 
of most serious convictions, he was able to enter 
heartily into the spirit of every social occasion. 
He was with us sometimes at our rural retreat on 
Newport Island, far from the scenes of fashion- 
able life. I once had the honor of entertaining 
in this place the members of the American Acad- 
emy of Arts and Sciences. While we were all 
busy with preparations for the reception of these 
eminent persons, Mr. Andrew — he was not as 
yet governor — offered to compound for the com- 
pany a pleasing beverage. He took ofif his coat, 
and went to work with lemons, sugar, and other 
ingredients, and was very near being found in his 
shirt-sleeves by those of the scientists who were 
first upon the ground 

At another time we were arranging some tab- 
leaux for one of my children's parties, and had 
chosen the subjects from Thackeray's fairy tale 
of the '' Rose and the Ring." I came to our 
friend in some perplexity, and said, ''Dear Mr. 
Andrew, in the tableaux this evening Dr. Howe 
is to personate Kutasofif Hedzofif ; would you be 
willing to pose as Prince Bulbo?" "By all 
means," was the response. I brought the book. 
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and Mc Andrew studied and imitated the cos- 
tume of the prince, even to the necktie and the 
rose in his buttonhole. 

In the years that followed, he as well as we 
had little time for merry-making. While the polit- 
ical sky was darkening and the thunder of war 
was faintly rumbling in the air, Dr. Howe said to 
me one day, ''Andrew is going to be governor of 
Massachusetts." My first recollection of him in 
war time concerns the attack made upon the 
United States troops as they were passing through 
Baltimore. The telegram sent by him to the 
mayor of that city seemed to give an earnest of 
what we might expect from him. He requested 
that the bodies of our soldiers who had fallen in 
the streets should be tenderly cared for, and sent 
to their State, Massachusetts. We were present 
when these bodies were received at King's Chapel 
burial-groimd, and could easily see how deeply 
the governor was moved at the sad sight of the 
coffins draped with the national flag. This occa- 
sion drew from me the poem b^inning, — * 

** Weave no more lilkt, jt Ljoob loomi. 
To deck oar girls for gay delights 1 
The crimson flower of battle blooms* 
And solenm marches fill the nights." 

When James Freeman Clarke's exchanging pul- 
pits with Theodore Parker alienated from him 
a part of his congrq;atioD, Governor Andrew 
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strongly opposed the views of the seceders, and 
at a meeting called in connection with the move- 
ment made so eloquent a plea against the separar 
tion as to move his hearers to tears. 

Very generous was his conduct in the case of 
John Brown, when the latter lay in a Southern 
prison, about to be tried for his lif e, without coun- 
sel and without money. Mr. Andrew, on becom- 
ing acquainted with his condition, telegraphed to 
eminent lawyers in Washington to engage them 
for the defense of the prisoner, and made himself 
responsible for the legal expenses of the cas^ 
amounting to thirteen hundred dollars. He was 
elected governor of Massachusetts in i860, and 
his forethought and sagacity were soon shown in 
the course of action instituted by him to prepare 
the State for immediate and active participation 
in the military movements which he fdt to be 
near at hand. The measures then taken by him 
were much derided ; but, when the crisis came^ 
the heart of the pubUc went out to him in grati. 
tude, for every emergency had been thought out 
and provided for. 

The governor now became a veiy busy man. 
Who can number the hurried journeys which he 
made between Boston and Washington, when his 
counsel was imperatively demanded in the one 
place and no less needed in the other ? These 
exhausting labors, which continued throughout the 
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war, never disturbed the serenity of his counte- 
nance, always luminous with cheerfulness. They 
were, no doubt, undermining his bodily vigor ; but 
his devotion to public duty was such that he was 
well content to spend and be spent in its fulfill- 
ment 

I was present at the State House when Gov- 
ernor Andrew presented to the legislature of Mas- 
sachusetts the parting gift of Theodore Parker, 
— the gim which his grandfather had carried at 
the battle of Lexington. After a brief but very 
appropriate address, the governor pressed the gun 
to his lips before giving it into the keeping of 
the official guardian of such treasures. This 
scene was caricatured in one of the public prints 
of the time. I remember it as most impressive. 

The governor was an earnest Unitarian, and 
as already said a charter member of the Church 
of the Disciples. His religious sympathies, how- 
ever, outwent all sectarian limits. He prized and 
upheld the truly devout spirits, wherever found, 
and delighted in the Methodism of Father Tay- 
lor. He used to say, ** When I want to enjoy a 
good warm time, I go to Brother Grimes's col- 
ored church." 

Although himself a Pkx>testant of the Pkx>test- 
ants, he entertained a sincere esteem for individ- 
uals among the Catholic clergy. Among these 
I remember Father Finotti as one of whom he 
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often spoke, and who was sometimes a guest at 
bis table. Wben Madame Ristori made ber first 
visit to this comitry. Father Finotti entertained 
ber one day at dinner, inviting also Governor and 
Mrs. Andrew. The governor told me afterward 
that he enjoyed this meeting very much, and de* 
scribed some song or recitation which the great 
actress gave at table, and which the aged priest 
heard with emotion, recalling the days of bis 
youth and the dear land of his birth. 

Once, when Governor Andrew was with us at 
our summer home, my husband suddenly pro- 
posed that we should hold a Sunday service in 
the shade of our beautiful valley. This was on 
the Sunday morning itself, and the time admitted 
of no preparation. I had with me neither hymnal 
nor book of sermons, and was rather at a loss 
how to carry out my husband's design. The gov- 
ernor at once came to my assistance. He gave 
the Scripture lessons from memoiy, and deaconed 
out the lines of a favorite hymn, — 

** The dove let loose in eastern skies, 
Returning fondly home.*' 

This we sang to the best of our ability. The 
governor had in memory some writing of his own 
appropriate to the occasion ; and, all joining in 
the Lord's prayer, the simple and beautiful rite 
was accomplished 
The record of our State during the war was a 
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proud one. The repeated calls for men and for 
money were always promptly and generously an- 
swered. And this promptness was greatly for- 
warded by the energy and patriotic vigilance of 
the governor. I heard much of this at the time, 
especially from my husband, who was greatly 
attached to the governor, and who himself took 
an intense interest in all the operations of the 
war. 

I am glad to remember that our house was one 
of the places in which Governor Andrew used to 
take refuge, when the need of rest became imper- 
ative. Having, perhaps, passed much of the 
night at the State House, receiving telegrams 
and issuing orders, he would sometimes lie down 
on a sofa in my drawing-room, and snatch a brief 
nap before dinner would be announced. 

I seemed to live in and along with the war, 
while it was in progress, and to follow all its ups 
and downs, its good and ill fortune with these two 
brave men, Dr. Howe and Governor Andrew. 
Neither of them for a moment doubted the final 
result of the struggle, but both they and I were 
often very sad and much discouraged. Andrew 
was especially distressed at the disastrous retreat 
in the Wilderness, when medicines, stores, and 
even wounded soldiers were necessarily left be- 
hind. He said of this, "When I read the ac- 
counts of it I thought that the bottom had 
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dropped out of everything." He was not aloM 
in feeling thus. 

While Governor Andrew held himself at the 
command of the government, and was ready to 
answer every call from the White House with his 
presence, he was no less persistent in the visita- 
tions required in his own State. Of some of 
these I can speak from personal experience, hav- 
ing often had the pleasure of accompanying him 
and Mrs. Andrew in such excursions. I went 
twice with the gubernatorial party to attend the 
Agricultural Fair at Barnstable. The first time 
we were the guests of Mr. Fhinney, the veteran 
editor of a Barnstable paper. On another occa- 
sion we visited Berkshire, and were entertained 
at Greenfield, North Adams, and Stockbridge; 
Dress parades were usually held at these times. 
How well I have in mind the governor's appear- 
ance as, in his militaiy doak, wearing scrupu- 
lously white kid gloves, he walked from rank to 
rank, receiving the salute of the men and return- 
ing it with great good himiorl He evidently 
enjoyed these meetings very much. His staff 
consisted of several young men of high position 
in the community, who were most agreeable 
companions, — John Quincy Adams, Henry Le^ 
handsome Harry Ritchie, and one or two others 
whose names I do not recall In the jollity of 
these outings the governor did not forget to visit 
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the public institutions, prisonsi reform schools, 
insane asylums, etc. His presence carried cheer 
and sunshine into the most dreary places, and his 
deep interest in humanity made itself felt every- 
where. 

From an early period in the war he saw that 
the emancipation of the negroes of the South was 
imperatively demanded to insure the success of 
the North. It had always been a moral obliga- 
tion. It had now become a military necessity. 
When the act was consummated, he not only 
rejoiced in it, but bent all his energies upon the 
support of the President in an act so daring and 
80 likely to be deprecated by the half-hearted. 
His efforts to this end were not confined to his 
own State. He did much to promote unity of 
opinion and concert in action among the gover- 
nors of other States. He strongly advocated the 
organization of colored regiments, and the first of 
these that reached the field of battle came from 
his State. 

All of us, I suppose, have met with people who 
are democratic in theory, but who in practical life 
prefer to remain in relation mostly with individ- 
uals of their own or a superior class. Our great 
governor's democracy was not founded on intel- 
lectual conviction alone. It was a democracy of 
taste and of feeling. I say of taste, because 
he discerned the beauty of life which is often 
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found among the lowly, the faithfulness of ser- 
vants, the good ambition of working people to do 
their best with hammer and saw, with needle and 
thread He earnestly desired that people of all 
d^rees, high and low, rich and poor, should en- 
joy the blessings of civilization, should have their 
position of use and honor in the great human 
brotherhood. And it was this sweet and sincere 
humanity of heart which gave him so wide and 
varied a sphere of influence. He could confer 
with the cook in her kitchen, with the artisan at 
his task, with the convict in his cell, and always 
leave behind him an impression of kindness and 
sympathy. I have often in my mind compared 
society to a vast orchestra, which, properly led, 
gives forth a heavenly music, and which, ill con- 
ducted, utters only harsh and discordant sounds. 
The true leader of the orchestra has the music in 
his mind. He can read the intricate scroll which 
is set up before him ; and so the army of melody 
responds to his tap, and instrument after instru- 
ment wakes at his bidding and is silent at his 
command. 

I cannot help thinking of Governor Andrew as 
such a leader. In his heart was written the music 
of the law of love. Before his eyes was the scroll 
of the great designs of Providence. And so, be- 
ing at peace in himself, he promoted peace and 
harmony among those with whom he had to do ; 
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unanimity of action during the war, unanimity of 
consent and of rejoicing when peace came. 

So beneficent a presence has rarely shown it- 
self among us. I trust that something of its 
radiance will continue to enlighten our national 
counsels and to cheer our hearts with the great 
hope which made him great. 

During the years of the war, Washington natu- 
rally became the great centre of interest Politi- 
cians of every grade, adventurers of either sex, in- 
ventors of all sorts of military appliances, and 
simple citizens, good and bad, flocked thither in 
great numbers. My own first visit to it was in 
the late autunm of 1861, and was made in com- 
pany with Rev. James Freeman Clarke, Governor 
Andrew, and my husband. Dr. Howe had al- 
ready passed beyond the age of military service^ 
but was enabled to render valuable aid as an 
officer of the Sanitary Commission, and also on 
the commission which had in charge the condition 
and interests of the newly freed slaves. 

Although Dr. Howe had won his spurs many 
years before this time, in the guerrilla contests 
of the Greek struggle for national life, his under- 
standing of military operations continued to be 
remarkable. Throughout the course of the war, 
I never remember him to have been deceived by. 
an illusoiy report of victory. He would carefully 
consider the plan of the battle, and when he 
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would say, ''This looks to me like a defeat,'* the 
later reports were sure to justify his surmises. 

As we approached the city, I saw from time to 
time small groups of armed men seated on the 
ground near a fire. Dr. Howe explained to me 
that these were the pickets detailed to guard the 
railroad. The main body of the enem/s troops 
was then stationed in the near neighborhood of 
Washington, and the capture of the national capi- 
tal would have been of great strategic advantage 
to their cause. In order to render this impossible, 
the great Army of the Potomac was encamped 
around the city, with General McClellan in com- 
mand. Within the city limits mounted officers and 
orderlies galloped to and fro. Ambulances, drawn 
by four horses, drove through the streets, stopping 
sometimes before Willard's Hotel, where we had 
all found quarters. From my window I saw the 
office of the " New York Herald," and near it the 
ghastly advertisement of an agency for embalm- 
ing and forwarding the bodies of those who had 
fallen in the fight or who had perished by fever. 
William Henry Channing, nephew of the great 
Channing, and heir to his spiritual distinction, 
had left his Liverpool pulpit, deeply stirred by 
love of his country and enthusiasm in a noble 
cause. On Sundays, his voice rang out, clear and 
musical as a bell, within the walls of the Unita- 
rian church. I went more than once with him 
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and Mr. Clarke to visit camps and hospitals It 
was on the occasion of one of these visits that I 
made my very first attempt at public speaking. 
I had joined the rest of my party in a reconnoi- 
tring expedition, the last stage of which was the 
headquarters of Colonel William B. Greene, of the 
First Massachusetts Heavy Artillery. Our friend 
received us with a warm welcome, and presently 
said to me, ** Mrs. Howe, you must speak to my 
men." Feeling my utter inability to do this, I 
ran away and tried to hide myself in one of the 
hospital tents. Colonel Greene twice found me 
and brought me back to his piazza, where at last 
I stood, and told as well as I could how glad I 
was to meet the brave defenders of our cause, and 
how constantly they were in my thoughts. 

Among my recollections of this period I espe- 
cially cherish that of an interview with President 
Abraham Lincoln, arranged for us by our kind 
friend, Governor Andrew. The President was 
laboring at this time under a terrible pressure of 
doubt and anxiety. He received us in one of the 
drawing-rooms of the White House, where we 
were mvited to take seats, in full view of Stuart's 
portrait of Washington. The conversation took 
place mostly between the President and Governor 
Andrew. I remember well the sad expression of 
Mr. Lincoln's deep blue eyes, the only feature of 
his face which could be called other than plain. 
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Mrs. Andrew, being of the company, inquired 
when we could have the pleasure of seeing Mra. 
Lincoln, and Mr. Lincoln named to us the day 
of her reception. He said to Governor Andrew, 
apropos of I know not what, ^ I once heerd Geoige 
Sumner tell a story." The unusual pronunciation 
fixed in my memory this one unimportant sen- 
tence. The talk, indeed, ran mostly on indiffer- 
ent topics. 

When we had taken leave, and were out of 
hearing, Mr. Clarke said of Mr. Lincoln, ^We 
have seen it in his face ; hopeless honesty ; that 
is all" He said it as if he fdt that it was far 
from enough. 

None of us knew then — how could we have 
known ? — how deeply God's wisdom had touched 
and inspired that devout and patient souL At 
the moment few people praised or trusted him. 
** Why did he not do this, or that, or the other ? 
He a President, indeed I Look at this war, drag- 
ging on so slowly I Look at our many defeats and 
rare victories I " Such was the talk that one con- 
stantly heard regarding him. The most chari- 
table held that he meant well Governor Andrew 
was one of the few whose faith in him never 
wavered 

Meanwhile, through evil and good report, he 
was listening for the mandate which comes to one 
alone^ bringing with it the decision of a mind con- 
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vinced and of a conscience resolved. When the 
right moment came, he issued the proclamation of 
emancipation to the slaves. He sent his generals 
into the enemy's country. He lived to welcome 
them back as victors, to electrify the civilized 
world with his simple, sincere speech, to fall by 
the hand of an assassin, to bequeath to his coun- 
try the most tragical and sacred of her memories. 
It would be impossible for me to say how many 
times I have been called upon to rehearse the 
circumstances under which I wrote the ''Battle 
Hymn of the Republic." I have also liad occasion 
more than once to state the simple story in writ- 
ing. As this oft-told tale has no unimportant part 
in the story of my life, I will briefly add it to these 
records. I distinctly remember that a feeling of 
discouragement came over me as I drew near the 
city of Washington at the time already mentioned 
I thought of the women of my acquaintance whose 
sons or husbands were fighting our great battle ; 
the women themselves serving in the hospitals, or 
busying themselves with the work of the Sanitary 
Commission. My husband* as already said, was 
beyond the age of military service, my eldest son 
but a stripling ; my youngest was a child of not 
more than two years. I could not leave my nur- 
sery to follow the march of our armies, neither 
had I the practical deftness which the preparing 
and packing of sanitary stores demanded Some* 
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thing seemed to say to me, '' You would be glad 
to servei but you cannot help any one ; you have 
nothing to give, and there is nothing for you to 
do." Yet, because of my sincere desire, a word 
was given me to say, which did strengthen the 
hearts of those who fought in the field and of 
those who languished in the prison. 

We were invited, one day, to attend a review of 
troops at some distance from the town. While 
we were engaged in watching the manceinnres, a 
sudden movement of the enemy necessitated im- 
mediate action. The review was discontinued, 
and we saw a detachment of soldiers gallop to 
the assistance of a small body of our men who 
were in imminent danger of being surrounded and 
cut ofiF from retreat. The regiments remaining 
on the field were ordered to march to their can- 
tonments. We returned to the city very slowly, 
of necessity, for the troops nearly filled the road. 
My dear minister was in the carriage with me, as 
were several other friends. To beguile the rather 
tedious drive, we sang from time to time snatches 
of the army songs so popular at that time, con- 
cluding, I think, with 

** John Brown's body lies apmouldering in the groimd; 
His soul is marching on.** 

The soldiers seemed to like this, and answered 
back, " Good for you ! " Mr. Clarke said, " Mrs. 
Howe, why do you not write some good words for 



IN WAR TIME 275 

that stirring tune ? " I replied that I had often 
wished to do this, but had not as yet found in my 
mind any leading toward it 

I went to bed that night as usual, and slept, 
according to my wont, quite soundly. I awoke in 
the gray of the morning twilight ; and as I lay 
waiting for the dawn, the long lines of the desired 
poem b^^ to twine themselves in my mind. 
Having thought out all the stanzas, I said to my« 
self, " I must get up and write these verses down, 
lest I fall asleep again and forget them.'' So, 
with a sudden effort, I sprang out of bed, and 
found in the dimness an old stump of a pen which 
I remembered to have used the day before. I 
scrawled the verses almost without looking at the 
paper. I had learned to do this when, on previous 
occasions, attacks of versification had visited me 
in the night, and I feared to have recourse to a 
light lest I should wake the baby, who slept near 
me. I was always obliged to decipher my scrawl 
before another night should intervene, as it was 
only legible while the matter was fresh in my 
mind At this time, having completed my writing, 
I returned to bed and fell asleep, saying to myself, 
*' I like this better than most things that I have 
written." 

The poem, which was soon after published in 
the "Atlantic Monthly," was somewhat praised 
on its appearance, but the vicissitudes of the war 
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80 engrossed public attention that small heed was 
taken of literary matters. I knew, and was con- 
tent to knowi that the poem soon found its way 
to the camps, as I heard from time to time of its 
being sung in chorus by the soldiers. 

As the war went on, it came to pass that Chap- 
lain McCabe, newly released from Libby Prison, 
gave a public lecture in Washington, and recounted 
some of his recent experiences. Among them 
was the following : He and the other Union prison- 
ers occupied one large, comfortless room, in which 
the floor was their only bed. An official in charge 
of them told them, one evening, that the Union 
arms had just sustained a terrible defeat While 
they sat together in great sorrow, the n^;ro who 
waited upon them whispered to one man that the 
officer had given them false information, and that 
the Union soldiers had, on the contraiy, achieved 
an important victory. At this good news they all 
rejoiced, and presently made the walls ring with 
my Battle Hymn, which they sang in chorus, 
Chaplain McCabe leading. The lecturer recited 
the poem with such effect that those present began 
to inquire, " Who wrote this Battle Hymn ? " It 
now became one of the leading l3rrics of the war. 
In view of its success, one of my good friends said, 
** Mrs. Howe ought to die now, for she has done 
the best that she will ever do." I was not of this 
opinion, feeling myself still " full of days' works»" 
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although I did not guess at the new experiences 
which then lay before me. 

While the war was still at its height, I received 
a kind letter from Hon. George Bancroft, convey- 
ing an invitation to attend a celebration of the 
poet Bryant's seventieth birthday, to be given by 
the New York Century Qub, of which Mr. Ban- 
croft was the newly-elected president. He also 
expressed the hope that I would bring with me 
something in verse or in prose, to add to the trib- 
utes of the occasion. 

Having accepted the invitation and made ready 
my tribute, I repaired to the station on the day 
appointed, to take the train for New YorL Dr. 
Holmes presently appeared, bound on the same 
errand. As we seated ourselves in the car, he 
said to me, '' Mrs. Howe, I will sit beside you, 
but you must not expect me to talk, as I must 
spare my voice for this evening; when I am to 
read a poem at the Bryant celebration.'* ** By all 
means let us keep silent," I replied. "I also 
have a poem to read at the Bryant celebratioiL" 
The dear Doctor, always my friend, overestimated 
his power of abstinence from the interchange of 
thought which was so congenial to him. He at 
once launched forth in his ever brilliant vein, and 
we were within a few miles of our destination 
when we suddenly remembered that we had not 
taken time to eat our luncheon. I find in my diaiy 
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of the time this record: ''Dr. Hohnes was. jny 
companion. His ethereal talk made the journey 
short and brilliant." 

The journal further says: ''Arriving in New 
York, Mr. Bancroft met us at the station, intent 
upon escorting Dr. Holmes, who was to be his 
guest He was good enough to wait upon me 
also ; carried my trunk, which was a small one^ 
and lent me his carriage. He inquired about my 
poem, and informed me of its place in the order 
of exercbes. . . . 

"At 8.15 drove to the Century Building, which 
was fast filling with well-dressed men and women. 
Was conducted to the reception room, where I 
waited with those who were to take part in the 
performances of the evening." 

I will add here that I saw, among others, N. P. 
Willis, already infirm in health, and looking like 
the ghost of his former sell There also was Dr. 
Francb Lieber, who said to me in a low voice : 
** Nur verwegen I *' (Only be audacious.) "Pre- 
sently a double line was formed to pass into the 
halL Mr. Bancroft, Mr. Bryant, and I brought up 
the rear, Mr. Bryant giving me his arm. On the 
platform were three armchairs, which were taken 
by the two gentlemen and myself." 

The assemblage was indeed a notable ona 
The fashion of New York was well represented, 
but its foremost artists, publicists, and literary 
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men were also present. Mr. Emerson had come 
on from Concord Christopher Cranch united 
with other artists in presenting to the venerable 
poet a portfolio of original drawings, to which 
each had contributed some work of his own. I 
afterwards learned that T. Buchanan Read had 
arrived from Washington, having in his pocket 
his newly composed poem on '' Sheridan's Ride,** 
which he would gladly have read aloud had the 
committee found room for it on their programme. 
A letter was received from the elder R. H. Dana, 
in which he excused his absence on account of 
his seventy-seven years and consequent inability 
to travel Dr. Holmes read his verses very eflfec- 
tively. Mr. Emerson spoke rather vaguely. For 
my part in the evening's proceedings, I will once 
more quote from the diary : — 

" Mr. Bryant, in his graceful reply to Mr. Ban- 
croft's address of congratulation, spoke of me as 
* she who has written the most stirring lyric of 
the war.' After Mr. Emerson's remarks my 
poem was announced. I stepped to the middle 
of the platform, and read it well, I think, as 
every one heard me, and the large room was 
crammed. The last two verses were applauded 
George H. Boker, of Philadelphia, followed me, 
and Dr. Holmes followed him. This was, I sup* 
pose, the greatest public honor of my life. I 
record it here for my grandchildren." 



28o REMINISCENCES 

The existence of these grandchfldren lay then 
in the problematic future. I was requested to 
leave my poem in the hands of the committee for 
publication in a volume which would contain the 
other tributes of the evening. Dr. Holmes told 
me that he had declined to do this, and said in 
explanation, ''I want my honorarium firom the 
• Atlantic Monthly.' " We returned to Boston 
twenty-four hours later, by night train. Eschew- 
ing the indulgence of the sleeper, we talked 
through the dark hours. The Doctor gave me 
the nickname of ** Madame Comment^* (Mrs. 
Howe), and I told him that he was the most 
perfect of traveling companions. 



CHAPTER XIII 

THE BOSTON RADICAL CLUB: DR. F. H. HEDGE 

The Boston Radical Club appears to me one of 
the social developments most worthy of remem- 
brance in the third quarter of the nineteenth cen- 
tury. From a published record of its meetings I 
gather that the first of them was held at the resi- 
dence of Dr. Bartol in the autumn of the year 
1867. I f^t a little grieved and aggrieved at the 
time, in that no invitation had been sent me to be 
present on this occasion, but was soon consoled 
by a letter ofiFering me membership in the new 
association, which, it may be supposed, I did 
not decline. The government of the club was 
of the simplest Its meetings were held on the 
first Monday of every month, and most frequently 
at the house of Rev. John T. Sargent, though 
occasionally at that of Dr. BartoL The master 
of the house usually presided, but Mrs. Sargent 
was always present and aided much in suggesting 
the names of the persons who should be called 
upon to discuss the essay of the day. The pro- 
ceedings were limited to the reading and dis- 
cussion of a paper, which rarely exceeded an hour 
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in length. On looking over the list of essayists^ 
I find that it includes the most eminent thinkers 
of the day, in so far as Massachusetts is con- 
cerned Among the speakers mentioned are 
Ralph Waldo Emerson, Dr. Hedges David A 
Wasson, O. B. Frothingham, John Weiss, Colonel 
Higginson, Benjamin Peirce^ \S^iam Heniy 
Channing, C. C. Everett, and James Freeman 
Clarke. It was a glad surprise to me when I 
was first invited to read a paper before this au- 
gust assemblage. This honor I enjoyed more 
than once, but I appreciated even more the privi- 
lege of listening and of taking part in the dis- 
cussions which, after the lapse of many years, are 
still remembered by me as truly admirable and 
instructive. 

I did indeed hear at these meetings much that 
pained and even irritated me. The disposition to 
seek outside the limits of Christianity for all that 
is noble and inspiring in religious culture, and to 
recognize especially within these limits the super- 
stition and intolerance which have been the bane 
of all religions — this disposition, which was fre- 
quently manifested both in the essays presented 
and in their discussion, ofiFended not only my af- 
fections, but also my sense of justice. I had 
indeed been led to transcend the limits of the 
old tradition ; I had also devoted much time to 
studies of philosophy, and had become conversant 
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with the works of Auguste Comte, H^;el, Spi- 
noza, Kant, and Swedenborg. Nothing of what 
I had heard or read had shaken my faith in the 
leadership of Christ in the religion which makes 
each man the brother of all, and God the benefi- 
cent father of each and all, — the religion of hu- 
manity. Neither did this my conviction suffer 
any disturbance through the views presented by 
speakers at the Radical Club. 

Setting this one point aside, I can but speak of 
the club as a high congress of souls, in which 
many noble thoughts were uttered. Nobler than 
any special view or presentation was the general 
sense of the dignity of' himian character and of 
its affinity with things divine, which always gave 
the master tone to the discussions. 

The first essay read before the Radical Gub 
of which I have any distinct recollection was by 
Rev. John Weiss, and had for its title, ''The 
Immanence of God." It was highly speculative 
in character, and appeared to me to suggest many 
insoluble questions, among others, that of the 
origin of the sensible world. 

Lord and Lady Amberley, who were present, 
expressed to me great admiration of the essay. 
The occasion was rendered memorable by the 
beautiful presence of Lucretia Mott 

Other discourses of John Weiss I remember 
with greater pleasure, notably one on the legend 
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of Prometheusi in which his love for Greece had 
full scope, while his vivid imagination, like a bias- 
ing torch, illuminated for us the deep significance 
of that ancient myth. 

I remember, at one of these meetings, a rather 
sharp passage at arms between Mn Weiss and 
James Freeman Clarke. Mr. Weiss had been 
declaiming against the insincerity which he recog- 
nized in ministers who continue to use formulas 
of faith which have ceased to correspond to any 
real conviction. The. speaker confessed his own 
shortcoming in this respect 

"All of us," he said, — "yes, I myself have 
prayed in the name of Christ, when my own feel- 
ing did not sanction its use." 

On hearing this, Mr. Clarke broke in. 

" Let Mr. Weiss answer for himself,^' he said 
with some vehemence of manner. " If in his pul- 
pit he prayed in the name of Christ, and did not 
believe in what he said, it was John Weiss that 
lied, and not one of us." The dear minister after- 
wards asked me whether he had shown any heat 
in what he said. I replied, " Yes, but it was good 
heat" 

Another memorable day at the club was that 
on which the eminent French Protestant divine, 
Athanase Coquerel, spoke of religion and art in 
their relation to each other. After a brief but 
interesting review of classic, Byzantine, and me- 
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diaeval art, M. Coquerd expressed his dissent from 
the generally received opinion that the Church of 
Rome had alwa3rs been foremost in the promo- 
tion and patronage of the fine arts. The greatest 
of Italian masters, he averred, while standing in 
the formal relations with that church, had often 
shown opposition to its spirit Michael Angdo's 
sonnets revealed a state of mind intolerant of 
ecclesiastical as of other tyranny. Raphael, in 
the execution of a papal order, had represented 
true religion by a portrait figure of Savonarola. 
Holbein and Rembrandt were avowed Protestants. 
He considered the individuality fostered by Pro- 
testantism as most favorable to the development 
of originality in art 

With these views Colonel Higginson did not 
agree. He held that Christianity had reached its 
highest point under the dispensation of the Cath- 
olic faith, and that the progress of Protestantism 
marked its decline. This assertion called forth 
an energetic denial from Dr. Hedge, Mr. Clarke, 
and myself. 

M. Coquerel paid a second visit to the Radical 
Club, and spoke again of art, but without refer- 
ence to any question between differing sects. 
He began this discourse by laying down two rules 
which should be followed by one aspiring to be- 
come an artist In the first places he must make 
sure that he has something to say which can only 
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be said through this medium. In the second 
place, he must make himself master of the gram- 
mar of the art which he intends to pursue. 

While I cannot avoid recognizing the anti- 
Christian twist which mostly prevailed in the 
Radical Qub, I am far from wishing to convey 
the impression that those of us who were other- 
wise affected were not allowed the opportunity 
of expressing our own individual opinions. The 
presence at the meetings of such men as James 
Freeman Clarke, Dr. Hedge, William Henry 
Channing, and Wendell Phillips was a sufficient 
earnest of the catholicity of intention which pre- 
vailed in the government of the dub. Only the 
intellectual bias was so much in the opposite 
direction that we who stood for the pre&ninence 
of Christianity sometimes felt ourselves at a dis- 
advantage, and in danger of being set down as 
ignorant of much that our opponents assumed 
to know. 

In this connection I must mention a day on 
which, under the title of ''Jonathan Edwards,'' 
Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes favored the club 
with a very graphic exposition of old-time New 
England Calvinism. The brilliant doctor's treat- 
ment of this difficult topic was appreciative and 
friendly, though by no means acquiescent in the 
doctrines presented. He said, indeed, that '' the 
feeling which naturally arises in contemplating 
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the character of Jonathan Edwards is that of deep 
reverence for a man who seems to have been 
anointed from his birth; who lived a life pure, 
laborious, self-denying, occupied with the highest 
themes, and busy in the highest kind of labor/' 

Nevertheless, Wendell Phillips thought the 
paper, on the whole, imjust to Edwards, and felt 
that there must have been in his doctrine another 
side not fully brought forward by the essayist 
These and other speakers were heard with great 
interest, and the meeting was one of the best on 
our record. 

I have heard it said that Wendell Phillips's 
orthodoxy was greatly valued among the anti- 
slavery workers, especially as the orthodox pulpits 
of the time gave them little support or comfort 
I was told that Edmund Quincy, one day, saw Par- 
ker and Phillips walking arm in arm, and cried 
out : *' Parker, don't dare to pervert that man. 
We want him as he is." 

I was thrice invited to read before the Radical 
Club. The titles of my three papers wer^ 
"Doubt and Belief," "Limitations," "Repre- 
sentation, and How to Secure it." 

William Henry Channing was one of the bright 
lights of the Radical Club, a man of fervent mu 
ture and of exquisite perceptions, presenting in 
his character the rare combination of deq> piety 
with breadth of view and critical acumen. We 
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were indebted to him for a discourse on ''The 
Christian Nam^" in which he vindicated the daim 
of Christianity to the homage of the ages. His 
words, most welcome to me, came to us like recon- 
ciling harmony after a succession of discords. 

A singular over-appreciation of the value of the 
spoken as compared with the written word led 
Mr. Channing to speak always or mostly without 
a manuscript It was much to be r^retted that 
he in this way failed to give a permanent literary 
form to the thoughts which he so eloquently ex- 
pressed, reminding some of his hearers of the 
costly pearl dissolved in wine. The discourse of 
which I have just spoken, while arousing con- 
siderable difference of opinion among those who 
listened to it, did nevertheless leave behind it a 
sweetening and elevating influence due to a fresh 
outpouring of the divine spirit of charity and peace. 

In this connection I may speak of a series 
of discourses upon questions of religion, mostly 
critical in ton^ which were given at Horticultural 
Hall on Sunday afternoons in the palmy days of 
the Radical Club. I had listened with pain to 
one of these, of which the drift appeared to me 
particularly undevout, and was resting still under 
the weight of this painful impression when I saw 
William Henry Channing coming towards me, 
and detained him for a moment's speech. ''What 
are we to say to all this ? " I inquired. 
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"Be of good cheer," said he; "the topic de- 
manded a telescopic rifle, and this man has been 
firing at something ten miles away with a blun- 
derbuss." 

I was always glad of Mr. Channing's presence 
on occasions on which matters of faith were likely 
to be called in question. I felt great support in 
the assurance that he would always uphold the 
right, and in the right spirit 

It was in the strength d this assurance that I 
betook myself to Mrs. Sargent's house one even- 
ing, to hear Mr. Francis E. Abbot expound his 
peculiar views to a little company of Unitarian 
ministers. Mr. Abbot, in the course of his re- 
marks, exclaimed: "The Christian Church is 
blind I it is blind 1 " Mr. Wasson replied : " We 
cannot allow Brother Abbot to think that he 
is the only one who sees." I remember of this 
evening that I came away much impressed with 
the beautiful patience of the older gentlemen. 

I must mention one more occasion at the Radi- 
cal Club. I can remember neither the topic nor 
the reader of the essay, but the discussion drifted, 
as it often did, in the direction of woman suffrage^ 
and John Weiss delivered himself of the following 
utterance : " When man and woman shall meet at 
the polls, and he shall hold out his hand and say 
to her, Give me your quick intuition and accept 
in return my ratiocination " — A ringing laugh 
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here interrupted the speaker. It came from 
Kate Field 

Mr. Emerson had a brief connection with the 
Radical Club ; and this may be a suitable place 
in which to give my personal impressions of the 
Prophet of New England. In remembering Mr. 
Emerson, we should analyze his works sufficiently 
to be able to distinguish the things in which he 
really was a leader and a teacher from other traits 
peculiar to himself, and interesting as elements of 
his historic character, but not as features of the 
ideal which we are to follow. Mr. Emerson 
objected strongly to newspaper reports of the 
sittings of the Radical Club. The reports sent 
to the New York "Tribune'* by Mrs. Louise 
Chandler Moulton were eagerly sought and read 
in very distant parts of the country. I rejoiced 
in this. It seemed to me that the uses of the 
club were thus greatly multiplied and extended. 
It became an agency in the great church univer- 
sal Mr. Emerson's principal objection to the re- 
ports was that they interfered with the freedom of 
the occasion. When this objection failed to pre- 
vail, he withdrew from the club almost entirely, 
and was never more heard among its speakers. 

I remember hearing Mr. Emerson, in his dis- 
course on Henry Thoreau, relate that the latter 
had once determined to manufacture the best 
lead pencil that could possibly be made. Having 
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attained this end, parties interested at once be- 
sought him to make this excellent article attain- 
able in trade. He said, " Why should I do this ? 
I have shown that I am able to produce the best 
pencil that can be made. This was all that I 
cared to do/* The selfishness and ^;otism of 
this point of view did not appear to have entered 
into Mr. Emerson's thoughts. Upon this prin- 
ciple, which of the great discoverers or inventors 
would have become a benefactor to the human 
race ? Theodore F^ker once said to me, ** I do 
not consider Emerson a philosopher, but a poet 
lacking the accomplishment of rhyme.'' This 
may not be altogether tru^ but it is worth re- 
membering. There is something of the vaUs 
in Mr. Emerson. The deep intuitions, the origi- 
nal and startling combinations, the sometimes 
whimsical beauty of his illustrations, — all these 
belong rather to the domain of poetiy than to 
that of philosophy. The high level of thought 
upon which he lived and moved and the won- 
derful harmony of his sympathies are his great 
lesson to the world at large. Despite his rather 
defective sense of rhythm, his poems are divine 
snatches of melody. I think that, in the popular 
affection, they may outlast his prose. 

I was once surprised, in hearing Mr. Emerson 
talk, to find how extensively read he was in what 
we may term secondary literature. Although a 
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Mr. Hale spoke of ''Sam Longfellow'' as a 
valued friend, and remarked upon the modesty 
and sweetness of his disposition. ''I saw him the 
other day/' said Mr. Hale. ''He showed me a 
box of colors which he had long desired to possess, 
and which he had just purchased. Sam said to 
m^ ' I thought I might have this now.' " He 
was fond of sketching from nature. 

Years after this time, I heard Mr. Longfellow 
preach at the Hawes Church in South Boston. 
After the service I invited him to take a Sunday 
dinner with Dr. Howe and myself. He consented, 
and I remember that in the coiu-se of oiu: conver- 
sation he said, " Theodore Parker has made things 
easier for us young ministers. He has demolished 
so much which it was necessary to remove." The 
collection entitled "Hymns of the Spirit/* and 
published under the joint names of Samuel Long- 
fellow and Samuel Johnson, is a valuable on^ and 
the hymns which Mr. Longfellow himself contrib- 
uted to the repertoire of the denomination are 
deeply religious in tone ; and yet I must think that 
among Unitarians of thirty or more years ago he 
was held to be something of a skeptic. Thomas 
G. Appleton was speaking of him in my presence 
one day, and said, " He asked me whether I could 
not get along without the idea of a personal God 

I replied, ' No, you * " Appleton shook 

his fist, and was very vehement in his expression ; 
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but his indignation had reference to Mr. Longfel* 
low's supposed opinions, and not at all to his char- 
acter, which was esteemed of all men. 

I myself was present when he read his essay on 
** Law " before the Radical Qub. Of this I es- 
pecially recall a rather elaborate argument against 
the popular notion of a directing and overruling 
Providence. He supported his statement by the 
imagined story of a shipwreck or railroad disaster, 
in which some would escape injury, while others 
quite as worthy might be killed or maimed for life. 
<'How," he askedy ^ could we call a providence 
divine which, able to save all of those people, 
should rescue only a part of them, leaving the 
rest to perish ? *' 

When it became my turn to take part in the 
discussion of this paper, I admitted the logical 
consistency of Mr. Longfellow's argument I 
could point out no flaw in it, and yet, I maintained 
that the faith in an overruling Providence lay so 
deeply in my mind that it still persevered, in spite 
of the ingenious statements to which we had just 
listened Mrs. Livermore, who was present on 
this occasion, expressed herself as much of my 
opinion, acknowledging the consistency of the de- 
monstration, but declining to abide in the conclu- 
sion arrived at. 

My last recollection of speech with Mr. Long- 
fellow is of an evening on which I lectured at his 
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church in Germantown. He gave me a most hos- 
pitable receptioD, and I found it very pleasant to 
be his guest 



To speak of my first impressions of Dr. F. H. 
Hedge, I must tiun back to the autumn of 1841, 
when he ddivered his first Phi Beta address at 
Harvard College. 

This was the summer already mentioned as 
having brought my first meeting with Dr. Howe. 
Commencement and Phi Beta in those days were 
held in the eariy autumn, and my sisters and I 
were staying at a cottage in Dorchester when 
we received an invitation from Mrs. Farrar, of 
hospitable memory, to pass the day at her hous^ 
with other guests, among whom Margaret Fuller 
was mentioned It was arranged that I should 
go with Margaret to the church in which the 
mormng meeting would be held. I had never 
even beard of Dr. Hedge, but I listened to him 
with close attention, and can still recall the stedy 
ring of his voice, and the effect of his clear-cut 
sentences. The poem was given by Charles 
Sprague ; and of this I only remember that in 
one couplet, speaking of the wonderful talents 
which parents are apt to recognize in their chil- 
dren, he asked whence could have come those or« 
dinary men and women whom we all know. This 
question provoked some laughter on the part of 
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the audience. As we left the church, I asked 
Margaret whether she had not found Dr. Hedge's 
discourse very good She replied, ** Yes ; it was 
high ground for middle ground." Many years 
after this tim^ I asked Dr. Hedge what Maxgaret 
could have meant by this saying. His answer 
was that she had hoped to see him take a more 
pronounced position with regard to the vexed 
questions of the time. 

From the church we returned to dine with 
Mrs. Farrar, on whose pleasant piazza I enjoyed 
a long walk and talk with Margaret By and by 
a carriage stopped before the door. She said, 
** It is Mr. Ripley ; he has come for me. I have 
promised to visit his wife." In a few words she 
told me about this remarkable woman, who was 
long spoken of as ** the wonderful Mrs. Ripley.'' 

It must have been, I think, some twelve years 
later that I met Dr. Hedge for the first time at a 
friend's house in Providence R. I. He was at 
this time pastor of the first and only Unitarian 
church in that city. In the course of the evening 
which I passed in his company, I was repeatedly 
invited to sing, and did so, remarking at last that 
when I began to sing I was like the minister 
when he began to pray, I never knew when to 
leave off. 

Years after this time I met him walking in 
Washington Street, Boston, with a mutual ac- 



DR. F. H. HEDGE 297 

quaintance. This person, whose name I cannot 
now recall, stopped me and said, " Here is our 
friend, Dr. Hedg^ who is henceforth to be in 
oiu: neighborhood" I replied that I was glad to 
hear it, and was somewhat taken aback when Dr. 
Hedg^ addressing m^ said, " No, you are not 
glad at alL You don't care anything about min- 
isters." 

" Why do you say so ? " I rejoined " I belong 
to James Freeman Clarke's congregation, and I 
do care a great deal about some ministers." 

Dr. Hedge then mischievously reminded me of 
my speech in Providence, which I had entirely 
forgotten, and with a little mutual pleasantry he 
went on his way and I on mine. Dr. Hedge's 
irony might have been characterized as '' a plea- 
sant sour." I think that I felt, in spite of it, the 
weight and value of his character, even when he 
appeared to treat me with little consideration. I 
heard an excellent sermon from him one day, at 
our own church, and went up after service to 
thank him for it I had with me three of my 
yoimg children and, as I showed them, I said, 
''See what a mother in Israel I have become." 
" It takes something more than a large family to 
make a mother in Israel," said the doctor. I do 
not quite know how it was that I took him, as the 
French say, into great affection, inviting him fre- 
quently to my houses and feeling a sort of illumi* 
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nation in his clear intellect and severe taste* 
Before I had come to know him wdl, I asked 
Theodore F^ker whether he did not consider Dr. 
Hedge a very learned maxL He replied, " Hedge 
is learned in spots." 

Parker's idea of learning was of the encyclo- 
paedic kind He wanted to know everything 
about eveiything; his reading and research had 
no limits but those of his own strength, and for 
many years he was able to set these at naught 
He was wonderfully well informed in many direc- 
tions, and his depth of thought enabled him to 
make his multifarious knowledge available for the 
great work which was the joy of his life. Yet I 
remember that even he, on one occasion, spoke of 
the cinnerian matter of the brain, usually termed 
the cineritious. Horace Mann, who was present, 
corrected this, and said, ** F^ker, that is the first 
mistake I ever heard you make.'' Parker seemed 
a little annoyed at this small slip. 

I heard a second Phi Beta discourse from Dr. 
Hedge some time in the sixties. I remember of 
it that he compared the personal and petty dis- 
cipline of Harvard College with the independent 
regime of the German universities, which he 
greatly preferred. He also said, quite distinctly, 
that he considered the study of German literature 
to-day more important than that of the Greek 
classics. This was a liberal theology's point 
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of view. I agreed to it at the time, but have 
thought differently since I myself have acquired 
some knowledge of the Greek language^ and es- 
pecially since the multiplication of good translap 
tions has brought the great works of German 
philosophy and literature so well within the reach 
of those who have not mastered the cumbrous 
and difficult language. Dr. Hedge's last removal 
was to Cambridge, whither he had been called to 
fill the chair of the German professorship. I 
recall with interest a course of lectures on phi- 
losophy, which he gave at the university, and 
which outsiders were permitted to attend. I was 
unwilling to miss any of these ; and on one occa- 
sion, having passed the night without sleeping, on 
the road between New York and Boston, I deter- 
mined, in spite of my fatigue, to attend the lec- 
ture appointed for that day. I accordingly went 
out to Cambridge, and took my seat among Dr. 
Hedge's hearers. From time to time a spasm of 
somnolence would seize me, but the interest of 
the lecture was so great and my desire to hear 
it so strong that I did not once catch myself 
napping. 

Dr. Hedge was a lover of the drama. When 
Madame Janauschek first visited Boston, he asked 
me to accompany him in a visit to her. The con- 
versation was in German, which the doctor spoke 
fluently. Madame J. said, among other things. 
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that she had intended commg a year earlier, and 
had sent forward at that time her photograph and 
her biography. The doctor once invited me to 
go with him to the Boston Theatre, which was 
then occupied by a French troupe. This was 
at some period of our civil war. The most im- 
portant of the plays given was ''La Joie fait 
Peur." As it proceeded, Dr. Hedge said to me^ 
''What a wonderful people these French are I 
They have put passion enough into this perform- 
ance to carry oiu- war through to a successful 
termination." 

Dr. Hedge had known Margaret Fuller well in 
her youth and his own. His judgment of her was 
perhaps more generous than hers of him, as indi- 
cated in her criticism just quoted of his discourse^ 
namely, that it occupied " high ground for middle 
ground." In truth, the two were very unlike. 
Margaret's nature impelled her to rush into " the 
imminent deadly breach," while an element of 
caution and world-wisdom made the doctor averse 
to all unnecessary antagonism and conflict. She 
probably considered him timid where he felt her 
to be rash. In after years he often spoke of her 
to me, always with great appreciation. I re- 
marked once to him that she had entertained a 
very good opinion of herself. He replied, " Yes, 
and she was entitled to it" He recalled some 
passages of her life in Cambridge. She once 
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gave a party and invited only friends from Bos- 
ton, leaving out all her Cambridge acquaintances, 
who, in consequence, were much offended, and 
ceased to make their usual calls. A sister of his. 
Dr. Hedge said, was the only one of those ladies 
who continued to visit her. 

He saw Margaret for the last time in Rome^ 
and found her much changed and subdued She 
was laboring at the time under one of those 
severe fits of depression to which her letters 
from Rome bear witness. The conversation 
between the two friends was long and intimate. 
Margaret spoke of the terrible night which she 
had passed alone upon a moimtain in Scotland. 
Dr. Hedge more than once said to me, ** Mar- 
g^et experienced religion during that night" 

When, in process of time, the New England 
Women's Qub celebrated what would have been 
Margaret's sixtieth birthday. Dr. Hedge joined 
with James Freeman Clarke in loving and rever- 
ent testimony to her unusual talents and noble 
character. 

I had the pleasure of twice hearing Dr. Hedge's 
admirable essay on ** Luther,'' which he first de- 
livered at Arlington Street Church, and repeated, 
some years later, before the Town and Country 
Club of Newport, R. I. But my crowning recol- 
lection of him, and perhaps of the crowning per- 
formance of his life, is of that memorable evening 
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of anniversary week in the year i88^ when he 
made his exhaustive and splendid statement of 
the substance of the Unitarian faith. The occar 
sion was a happy one. The Music Hall was filled 
with the great Unitarian audience furnished by 
Boston and its vicinity. Greorge William Curtis 
was the president of the evening, and introduced 
the several speakers with his accustomed grace. 
He made some little pun on Dr. Hedge's name^ 
and the noble speaker quietly stepped forward, 
with the fire of unquenchable youth in his eyes, 
with the balance and reserve of power in every 
word,' in every gesture. No note nor scrap of 
paper did he hold in his hand. None did he 
need, for he spoke of that upon which his whole 
life had been founded and built. Every one of 
his sentences was like a stone, fitly squared and 
perfectly laid. And so he built up before us, with 
crystal clearness, the beautiful fabric of our faith, 
lifting us, as it rose, to a region of the highest 
peace and contentment Oh, the joy of it f My 
heart rests upon it stilL 

It is well known that Dr. Hedge received the 
most important part of his education in Germany. 
He was accordingly one of the first of those who 
helped to turn the fructifying current of German 
thought upon the somewhat arid soil of Puritan 
New England. This soil had indeed produced 
great things and great men, but the mind of New 
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England was still too much dominated by the tra- 
ditions of scholasticism, embodied in the S3rstem 
of Calvin. It needed an infusion of the sesthetic 
element, and the larger outlook of a truly specula- 
tive philosophy. The phflosophy which it had 
inherited was one of dogmatism, sophistical in 
that it made its own syllogisms the final limit and 
bound of truth. The few Americans who had 
studied in real earnest in Germany brought back 
with them the wide sweeping besom of the Kant- 
ian method, and much besides. This showed 
the positive assumptions of the old school to have 
no such foundation of absolute truth as had been 
conceded to them. Under their guidance men 
had presumed to measiu-e the infinite by their 
own petty standard, and to impose upon the Al- 
mighty the limits and necessities with which they 
had hedged the way of their fellow-men. God 
could not have mercy in any way other than that 
which they felt bound to prescribe. His wis- 
dom must coincide with their conclusions. His 
charity must be as narrow as their own. Those 
who could not or would not acquiesce in these 
views were ruled outside of the domain of Chris- 
tendom. Had it not been for Channing, Free- 
man« Buckminster, and a few others in that early 
day, they would have been as sheep without a 
shepherd The history is well known. I need 
not repeat it here. 



CHAPTER XIV 

MEN AND MOVEMENTS IN THE SIXTIES 

This decade^ 1860-1870^ marks a new epoch in 
my intellectual life. In the period already de- 
scribed, I had f oimd my way to recognized author- 
ship. In this later time^ an even greater enlarge- 
ment of activity was before me, unanticipated 
until, by gradual steps, I came into it. 

The results of my more serious study now b^an 
to take form in writings of a corresponding scope. 
I remember to have heard John Weiss use more 
than once this phrase, " the poets and men of ex- 
pression." The antithesis to this, in his view, evi- 
dently was, ''the philosophers and men of deq> 
thought" 

I confess that I myself am one of those to 
whom expression, in some form, is natural and 
even necessary; and yet I think that my best 
studies have been those which have made me 
most desirous to give to my own voice the echo 
of other voices, and to ascertain by experiment 
how much or how little of my individual per- 
suasion is in accordance with the normal direction 
of human experience. 
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In the days of which I now write, it was borne 
in upon me (as the Friends say) that I had much 
to say to my day and generation which could 
not and should not be communicated in rhymes 
or even in rhythm. 

I once spoke to P^ker of my wish to be heard, 
to commend my own thoughts with my own 
voice. He found this not only natural, but also 
in accordance with the spirit of the age, which, 
he said, '* called for the living presence and the 
living utterance.^' I did not act at onc^ or even 
very soon, upon this prompting; the difficulties 
to be overcome were many. My husband was 
himself averse to public appearances. Women 
speakers were few in those days, and were 
frowned upon by general society. He would 
have been doubly sensitive to such undesirable 
publicity on my account Meantime^ the exigen- 
cies of the time were calling one woman after an- 
other to the platform. Lucy Stone devoted 
the first years of her eloquence to anti-slavery 
and the temperance reform. Anna Dickinson 
achieved a sudden and brilliant popularity. I did 
not dream of trying my strength with theirs, but 
I b^an to weave together certain essays which 
might be read to an invited audience in private 
parlors. I then commissioned certain of my 
friends to invite certain of their friends to my 
house for an appointed evening, and began, with 
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some trepidation^ my course of parlor lectm'es. 
We were residing, at this time^ in the house in 
Chestnut Street which was afterwards made fa- 
mous by the sittings of the Radical Club. The 
parlors were very roomy, and were well filled by 
those who came to hear me. Among them was 
my neighbor, Rev. Dr. Lothrop^ who^ in speaking 
of these occasions at a later day, once said, '' I 
think that they were the best meetings that I 
ever knew. The conversation that followed the 
readings was started on a high plane." This con- 
versation was only informal talk among those who 
had been listeners. My topics, so far as I can 
recall them, were as follows : '* How not to teach 
Ethics ; " « Doubt and Belief, the Two Feet of 
the Mind ; " " Moral Triangulation, or the Third 
Pirty;" "Duality of Character;" "The Fact 
Accomplished" My audience consisted largely 
of my society friends, but was by no means limited 
to them. The elder Agassiz, Dr. Lothrop, E. P. 
Whipple, James Freeman Clarke, and William R. 
Alger attended all my readings. After the first 
one, Mr. Clarke said to me, " You have touched 
too many chords." After hearing my thesis on 
" Duality of Character," he took my hand in his» 
and said, " Oh I you sweet soul f " 

Mr. Emerson was not among my hearers, but 
expressed some interest in my undertaking, and 
especially in my lecture on " The Third Party." 
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Meeting me one day, he said, ''You have in this a 
mathematical idea." This was in my opinion the 
most important lecture of my course. It really 
treated of a third element in all twofold relations, 
— between married people, the bond to which both 
alike owed allegiance ; between States, the com- 
pact which originally bound them together. The 
civil war was then in its first stage. The air was 
full of secession. Many said, " If North and South 
agree to set aside their bonds of union, and to be- 
come two republics, why should they not do it?" 
Then the sacredness of the bond possessed my 
mind. " Was an agreement, so solenmly entered 
into, so vital in its obligations, to be so lightly 
canceled ?" I labored with all my might to prove 
that this could not be done. I remember too that 
in one of my lectures I gave my own estimate of 
Auguste Comte, which differed from the general 
impression concerning him. I am not sure that I 
should take the same ground in these days. 

Whether my hearers were the wiser for my 
efforts I cannot say, but of this I am siure^ that 
they brought me much instruction. I learned 
somewhat to avoid anti-climax, and to seek direct- 
ness and simplicity of statement On the morn- 
ing of the day on which I was to give my lecture^ 
I would read it over, and a curious sense of the 
audience seemed to possess me, a feeling of 
what it would and of what it would not follow. 
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My last corrections were made in accordance with 
this feeling. 

A general r^ret was expressed when my little 
course was ended, and Dr. Lothrop wrote me 
quite an earnest letter, requesting me to prolong 
it if possible. I could not do this at the time ; but 
while the war was at its height, I made a second 
visit to Washington, where through the kindness 
of friends a pleasant place was found in which I 
repeated these lectures, having among my hearers 
some of the chief notabilities then present at the 
capital In my journal of this time, never pub- 
lished, I find the following account of a day in 
Washington : — 

'' To the White House, to see Carpenter's pic- 
ture of the President reading the emancipation 
proclamation to his Cabinet An interesting sub- 
ject for a picture. The heads of Lincoln, Stan- 
ton, and Seward nearly finished, and good por- 
traits. 

''Dressed for dinner at Mrs. Eames's, where 
Secretary Chase and Senator Sumner were ex- 
pected. Mr. Chase is a stately man, very fine 
looking and rather imposing. I sat by him at 
dinner ; he was very pleasant After dinner came 
Mrs. Douglas in her carriage^ to take me to my 
reading. Senator Foster and Mr. Chase an- 
nounced their intention of going to' hear me. 
Mr. Chase conducted me to Mrs. Douglas's car- 
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riage, promising to follow. * Proteus, or the Secret 
of Success/ was my topic. I had many pleasant 
greetings after the lecture. Mr. Chase took me 
in his carriage to his house, where his daughter 
had a party for Teresa Carrefio. Here I was in- 
troduced to Lord Lyons, British minister, and to 
Judge Harris. Spoke with Bertinatti, the Italian 
minister. Mr. Chase took me in to supper. 

** Mr. Channing brought me into the * room, 
which was well filled. People were also standing 
in the entry and on the stairs. I read my lecture 
on ' The Third Party.* The audience proved very 
attentive, and included many people of intelli- 
gence. George W. Julian and wife, Solomon 
Whiting, Admiral Davis, Dr. Peter Parker, our 
former minister to China, Hon. Thomas Eliot, 
Governor Boutwell, Mrs. Southworth, Ptofessor 
Bache, — all these, and many more, were present 
They shook hands with me, very cordially, after 
the lecture." 

I had announced ''Practical Ethics" as the 
theme of my lectures, and had honestly written 
them out of my sense of the lapses everywhere 
discernible in the working of society. Having 
accomplished so much, or so little, I desired to go 
more deeply into the study of philosophy, and, 
having greedily devoured Spinoza, I turned to 
Kant, whom I knew only by name. I fed upon 
his volumes with ever increasing delight and yet 
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endeavored to obey one of his rules, by having a 
philosophy of my own« Among my later produc- 
tions was an essay entitled ** Distinctions between 
Philosophy and Religioa" This was suggested 
by a passage in one of Spinoza's letters, in which 
he says to his correspondent, '' I thought that we 
were to correspond upon matters of philosophy. 
I find that instead of these you propose to me 
questions of religion." On reading this sentence 
I felt that, in the religious teaching of our own 
time, the two were apt to be confounded It 
seemed to me that even Theodore F^ker had 
not always distinguished the boundary line, and I 
b^^ to reflect seriously upon the difference be- 
tween a religious truth and a philosophical propo- 
sition. 

I confess that my nearer acquaintance with the 
philosophers, ancient and modem, inspired me at 
this time with the desire of contributing some- 
thing of my own to the thought of the ages. 
The names of certain essays of mine, composed 
after the series just mentioned, and never put into 
print, will serve to show the direction in which 
my efforts were tending. Of these, " Polarity " 
was the first, *' Limitation " the second. Then 
followed "The Fact Accomplished," "Man a 
priori and a posteriori!^ and finally, " Ideal Causa- 
tion," which marked my last step in this prc^^ress. 
These papers were designed to interest the stu- 
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dious few who appreciate thought for thought's 
sake. 

The paper on " Polarity " was read before the 
Boston Radical Club. Armed with '' Man a 
priori^'' I encountered an audience of scientists at 
Northampton, where a scientific convention was 
in progress. Finally, being invited to speak 
before the Parker Fraternity on a certain Sun- 
day, and remembering that Paricer, in his day, 
had not feared to let out the metaphysical stops 
of his organ pretty freely, I took with me into the 
pulpit the paper on ** Ideal Causation," which had 
seemed to me the crown of my endeavor hitherta 

To my sorrow, I f oimd that it did not greatly 
interest my hearers, and that one who was re- 
ported to have wondered ^' what Mrs. Howe was 
driving at " had spoken the mind of many of those 
present 

I laid this lesson much to heart, and, becoming 
convinced that metaphysics did not supply the 
universal solvent for human evQs, I determined to 
find a pou sto nearer to the sympathies of the 
average community, from which I might speak for 
their good and my owa 

From my childhood the Bible had been dear 
and familiar to me, and I now began to consider 
texts and sermons, in place of the transcendental 
webs which I had - grown so fond of spinning. 
The passages of Scripture which now occurred to 



312 REMINISCENCES 

me filled me with a desire to emphasize their 
wisdom by a really spiritual interpretation. From 
this time on, I became more and more interested 
in the religious ministration of women ; and Aough 
it is looking forward some way in my chronicle^ 
this may be the proper place to say that in the 
spring of the year 1875, I had much to do with 
calling the first convention of women ministers, 
which was held in the Chivch of the Disciples, 
in anniversary week. Among those who met with 
us were some plain women from Maine, who told 
us that they had long acted as evangelists in por- 
tions of the State in which churches were few 
and far between. Several clergymen of different 
denominations attended our exercises, and one of 
them, Rev. J. J. Hunting, pronounced ours the 
best meeting of the week. Among the ordained 
women who took part with us were Rev. Ellen 
Gustin, Mary H. Graves, Lorenza Haynes, and 
Eliza Tupper Wilkes, a fair young mother, who 
went to her pulpit full of the inspiration of her 
cradle songs. 

I would gladly enlarge here, did my limits 
allow it, upon the theme of the woman ministry, 
but must take up again the thread of my tale. 

My husband was greatly moved by the break- 
ing out of the Cretan insurrection in 1866. He 
saw in this event an opportunity of assisting his 
beloved Greece, and at once gathered together a 
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committee for collecting funds in aid of this cause. 
A meeting was held in Boston Music Hall, at 
which Dr. Holmes, Wendell Phillips, Edward 
Everett Hale, and other prominent speakers pre- 
sented the claims of the Cretans to the sympathy 
of the civilized world. 

Dr. Howe's appearance did not indicate his 
age. His eye was bright, his hair abimdant, and 
but slightly touched with gray. When he rose 
and said, " Fifty years ago I was very much inter- 
ested in the Greek Revolution," it seemed almost 
incredible that he should be speaking of himself. 
The public responded generously to his appeal, 
and a considerable sum of money was raised. 
The greater part of this was devoted to the pur- 
chase of provisions and clothing for the families 
of the Cretan combatants, which were known to 
be in a very destitute condition. 

In the spring of 1 867 Dr. Howe determined to 
visit Greece, in order to have a nearer view of the 
scene of action. I accompanied him, and with us 
went two of our daughters, Julia Romana, remem- 
bered as the wife of Michael Anagnos, and Laura, 
now Mrs. Henry Richards, known as the author 
of " Captain January." 

We received gratifying attentions from the 
wealthy Greeks of London. Passing thence to 
the continent, we were soon in Rome, where I 
enjoyed some happy days with my beloved sister. 
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Louisa, then, after some years of widowhood, the 
wife of Luther Terry. Dr. Howe hastened on 
to Athens, taking with him our eldest daughter. 
I followed him later, bringing the younger one 
with me. 

Arriving at the Piraeus, we were met by a mes- 
senger, who told us that Dr. Howe had just es- 
caped a serious danger at sea, and was too much 
fatigued to be able to come to meet us. We soon 
joined him at the H6tel des Etrangers, and in- 
quired eagerly regarding the accident which had 
befallen him. He had started in a small steamer 
lent him by the government, intending to visit 
one of the islands on which were congr^;ated a 
number of Cretan refugees, mostly women and 
children. The steamer had proceeded some way 
on its course when the machinery gave out, leav- 
ing them at the mercy of the waves. They were 
without provisions, and were in danger of drifting 
out to sea, with no power of controlling the course 
of the vessel. After many hours of anxious un- 
certainty, a favorable breeze sprang up, and Dr. 
Howe tore down the canvas canopy which had 
shielded the deck from the sun. This he man- 
aged to spread for a sail, and by this the vessel 
was in time brought within reach of the shore. 
A tel^ram sunmioned help from Athens, and the 
party reached the dty an hotu- or so before our 
arrival 
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I here insert some passages from a book of 
travels, in which I recorded the impressions of 
this first visit to Greece. The work was published 
soon after my return to Boston, and was named 
** From the Oak to the Olive." 

" Here is the Temple of Victory ; within are the 
bas-reliefs of the Victories arriving in the hurry 
of their glorious errands. Something so they 
tumbled in upon us when Sherman conquered the 
Carolinasy and Sheridan the valley of the Shenan- 
doah, when Lee surrendered, and the glad Presi- 
dent went to Richmond One of these Victories 
is untying her sandal, in token of her permanent 
abiding. Yet all of them have trooped away long 
since, scared by the hideous havoc of barbarians. 
And the bas-reliefs, their marble shadows, have 
all been battered and mutilated into the saddest 
mockery of their original tradition. The statue of 
Wingless Victory that stood in the little temple 
has long been absent But the only Victory 
that the Parthenon now can seize or desire is this 
very Wingless Victory, the triumph of a power 
that retreats not — the power of Truth. . . . 

" Poor Greece, plundered by Roman, Christian, 
and Mussulman! Hers were the lovely statues 
that grace the halls of the Vatican — at least, the 
loveliest of them. And Rome shows to this day 
two colossal groups, of which one bears the in- 
scription, 'Opus Praxitelae,' the other that of 
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* Opus Pbidiae.' And Naples has a Greek trea- 
sure or two, one thinks, besides her wealth of 
sculptural gems, of which the best are of Greek 
workmanship. And in England those bas-reliefSy 
which are the treasure of art students and the 
wonder of the world, were pulled from the pedi- 
ment of the Parthenon, like the pearly teeth from 
a fair mouth, the mournful gaps remaining open 
in the sight of the imf orgiving world ' Thou art 
old and decrepit,' said England 'I am still in 
strength and vigor. All else has gone, as well 
thy dower as thy earnings. Thou hast but these 
left. I want them, so give them me.' . . • 

"We were ushered into a well-sized room, in 
which lay heaps of cotton underclothing and of 
calicQ^dresses, most of them in the shape of sacks 
and skirts. These were the contents of one or 
two boxes recently arrived from Boston. Some 
of them were recognized by me as the work of a 
hive of busy bees who used to gather weekly in 
my own New England parlor, summoned thither 
by my daughter Florence, now Mrs. David P. 
HalL And what stress there was at those meet- 
ings, and what hurrying! And how the little 
maidens took off their feathery bonnets and dainty 
gloves, wielding the heavy implements of cutting, 
and eagerly adjusting the arms and l^;s, the gores 
and gathers I With patient pride the mother 
trotted off to the bakery, that a few buns might 
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sustain these strenuous little cutters and sewers, 
whose tongues, however active over the charita- 
ble work, talked, we may be sure, no empty non- 
sense nor unkind gossip. 

''For charity b^^ indeed at home, in the 
heart, and, descending to the fingers, rules also the 
rebellious member whose mischief is often done 
before it is meditated At the sight of these well- 
made garments a little swelling of the heart seized 
me, with the love and pride of a remembrance 
so dear. But sooner than we could tiun from it 
to set about our business, the Cretans were in 
presence. 

'' Here they come, called in order from a list, 
with names nine syllables long, mostly ending in 
pouloSy a term signifying descent, like the Russian 
' witzch.* Here they come, — the shapely maiden, 
the sturdy matron, the gray-haired grandmother, 
with little ones of all small sizes and agea Many 
of the women carried infants at the breast ; many 
were expectant of maternity. Not a few of them 
were followed by groups of boys and girls. Most 
of them were ill clothed ; and many of them ap- 
peared extremely destitute of attire. A strongly- 
marked race of people, with dark eyes, fine black 
hair, healthy complexions, and symmetrical figures. 
They bear traces of su£fering. Some of the in- 
fants have pined, but most of them promise to do 
well Each mother cherishes and shows her little 
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beggar in the approved way. The chfldren are 
usually robust, although showing in their appear- 
ance the very limited resources of their parents. 
Some of the women have tolerable gowns; to 
these we give only underclothing. Others have 
but the rag of a gown — a few strq>s of stuff over 
their coarse chemises. These we make haste to 
cover with the beneficent growth of New England 
factories. They are admitted in groups of three 
or four at a time. As many of us fly to the heaps 
of clothing, and hastily measure them by the 
length and breadth of the individual A papa, or 
priest, keeps order among them. He wears his 
black hair uncut, his narrow robe is much patched, 
and he holds in his hand a rosary of beads, winch 
he fingers mechanically. 

** The dresses sent did not quite hold out, but 
sufiiced to supply the most needy, and, in fact, 
the greater number. Of the underclothes we 
carried back a portion, having given something to 
every one To an old papa who came, looking 
ill and disconsolate, I sent two shirts and a good 
dark woolen jacket Among all of these only 
one discontented old lady demurred at the gift 
bestowed. She wanted a gown ; but there was 
not one left, so that she was forced to content 
herself, much against her will, with some under- 
clothing. The garments supplied, of which many 
were sent by the Boston Sewing Circle, under 
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the superintendence of Miss Abby W. May, proved 
to be very suitable in pattern and quality. As 
we descended the steps we met with some of the 
children, already arrayed in their little clean shirts, 
and strutting about with the inspiration of fresh 
clothing, long imf elt by them. . . . 

'' Despite the velvet flatteries and smiling trea- 
sons of diplomacy, the present government of 
Greece is, as every government should be, on its 
good behavior before the people. Wonderfully 
clever, enterprising, and liberal have the French 
people made the author of the 'Ufe of Julius 
Caesar.' Wonderfully reformative did the radicals 
of 1 848 make the Pope. And the Greek nation, 
taken in the large, may prove to have some com- 
mon sense to impart to its symbolical head, of 
whom we can only hope that the ' something rot- 
ten in the state of Denmark ' may not have been 
taken from it to corrupt the state of Greece." 

But it was not through one sense alone that I 
received in Athens the delight of a new enchant- 
ment My ear drank in the music of the Gredc 
tongue which I constantly heard spoken by those 
around me. My husband's Greek conunittee held 
their sessions in our hotel parlors, and I found 
that, by closely listening to their talk, I could 
make out a word here and there. Encouraged 
by this, I presently purchased a primer and de- 
voted myself to the study of its contents. I had 
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in earlier life made one or two futile attempts to 
master the language. Now that it became a liv- 
ing tongue to me, I determined to acquire it, and 
in some measure succeeded. From that time to 
the present I have never ceased the serious pur- 
suit of what I then began almost in play. 

In spite of the fact that a price had been set 
upon his head by the Turkish authorities in Crete^ 
Dr. Howe persisted in his determination to visit 
the island His stay there was necessarily lim- 
ited to a few hours, but what he was able to 
observe of the character and disposition of the 
inhabitants led him to anticipate a triumph for 
their cause. 

We returned to Boston in the autumn of the 
same year, and at once began to make arrange.* 
ments for a fair by which we hoped to raise some 
money for the Cretans. A great part of the win- 
ter was devoted to this work, and in the eariy 
spring a beautiful bazaar was held at Boston 
Music Hall, where the post of president was 
assigned to me. I was supported by a very effi- 
cient committee of ladies and gentlemen, and it 
was in this work that I became well acquainted 
with Miss Abby W. May, whose invaluable 
method and energy had much to do with the 
success of the undertaking. The fair lasted one 
week, and our sales and entertainments realized 
something more than thirty thousand dollars. But 
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alas! the emancipation of Crete was not yet 
to be, 

We passed the summer of 1868 at Stevens Cot- 
tage, which was very near the town of Newport 
I do not exactly remember how it came about 
that my dear friend and pastor. Rev. Charles 
Brooks, invitdd me to read some of my essays at 
his church on Sunday afternoons. I had great 
pleasure in doing this. The church was well 
filled, and the audience excellent in character, and 
a lady among these one day kissed me after my 
lecture, saying, " This is the way I want to hear 
women speak." Another lady, it is true, was 
offended at some saying of mine. I think that it 
was to this effect Speaking of the idle lives 
of some rich women, I said, ''If God works. 
Madam, you can afford to work alsa'* At this 
the person in question rose and went away, saying; 
*' I won't listen to such stuff as this." I was not 
at all aware of the occurrence at the time, nor did 
I hear of it until the same lady having sent me 
cards for a reception at her house, I attended it, 
thereby -provoking some comment I was glad 
afterwards that I had done so, as the lady in 
question paid me every friendly attention, and 
made me quite siu^e that she had only yielded to a 
momentary ebullition of temper, to which, indeed, 
she was too prone. 

I read the '* Fhaedo " of Plato in the original 
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Greek this summer, and was somewhat helped in 
this by an English scholar, a university man, who 
was passing the summer in Newport He was 
'* coaching" two young men who intended to 
enter one of the English universities, and was 
obliged to pass my house on his way to his les- 
sons. He often paid me a visit, and was very 
willing to help me over a difficult passage. 

The report of my parlor readings soon brought 
me invitations to speak in publia The first of 
these that I remember came from a committee 
having in charge a meditated course of Sunday 
afternoon lectures on ethical subjects, to be given 
without other exercises, in Horticultural HalL I 
was heard more than once in this course, and 
remember that one of my themes was " Polarity," 
on which I had written an essay, of which I 
thought, perhaps, too highly. In the course of 
the season I was engaged in preparing for another 
reading. Meeting Rev. Phillips Brooks one day in 
my sunset outing, I said to him, *' Do you ever, 
in writing a sermon, lose sight of your subject ? 
I have a discourse to prepare and have lost sight 
of mine." " Oh, yes," he replied, " it often hap- 
pens to me." This confession encouraged me to 
persevere in my work, and I finished my lecture^ 
and read it with acceptance. 

I suppose that I may have greatly exaggerated 
in my own mind the value of these writings to 
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other people. To me, they brought much reflec- 
tion and imfoldlng of thought As I have said 
in another place, I read the two first named to a 
small circle of friends at my own house, and was 
somewhat disappointed at the result, as none of 
those present seemed willing to assume my point 
of view. Repeating one of them under similar 
circumstances at the house of a friend, Henry 
James, the elder, called upon me to explain some 
point which my lecture had brought into view. 
I asked if he could explain the point at issue. 
He replied that he could not Being somewhat 
disconcerted, I said to him, *' You should not ask 
questions which you yourself cannot answer." I 
meant by this to say that one must not be called 
upon to explain what is evidently inexplicable. 
Mr. James, however, did not so understand me, 
but told me afterwards that he considered this 
the most extraordinary statement that he had 
ever heard He discoursed a good deal after my 
lecture with much color and brilliancy, as was his 
wont His views of the Divine were highly an- 
thropomorphic, and I remember that he said 
among other things, ''My dear Madam, God is 
working all the time in his shirt-sleeves with all 
his might" 

This dear man was a great addition to the 
thought-power current in Boston society. He 
had lived much abroad, and was for many yeaxs 
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a Student of Swedenborg and of Fourier. His 
cast of mind was more metaphysical than logical, 
and he delighted in paradox. In his writings 
he would sometimes overstate greatly, in order to 
be sure of impressing his meaning upon his read- 
ers or hearers. Himself a devout Christian, he 
nevertheless once said, speaking on Sunday in 
the Church of the Disciples, that the moral law 
and the Christian Church were the meanest of 
inventions. He intended by this phrase to ex- 
press his sense of the exalted moral and religious 
obligation of the human mind, the dignity of 
which ought to transcend the prescriptions of the 
Decalogue and the discipline of the church. My 
eldest daughter, then a girl of sixteen, said to me 
as we left the church, " Mamma, I should think 
that Mr. James would wish the little Jameses not 
to wash their faces for fear it should make them 
suppose that they were clean." Mr. Emerson, to 
whom I repeated this remark, laughed quite heart- 
ily at it. In anecdote Mr. James was inexhaust- 
ible. His temperament was very mercurial, al- 
most explosive. I remember a delightful lecture 
of his on Carlyle. I recall, too, a rather metaphy- 
sical discourse which he read in John Dwight's 
parlors, to a select audience: When we went be- 
low stairs to put on our wraps, I asked a witty 
friend whether she had enjoyed the lecture. She 
replied that she had, but added, ''I would give 
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anything at this moment for a look at a good fat 
idiot/' which seemed to show that the tension of 
mind produced by the lectxire had not been with- 
out pain. 

I once had a long talk with Mr. James on im- 
mortality. I had recently lost my youngest child, 
a beautiful little boy of three years. The ques- 
tion of a future life then came to me with an ago- 
nized intensity. Should I ever meet again the 
exquisite little creature who had been taken from 
my arms ? Mr. James was certain that I should 
have this coveted joy. He illustrated his belief 
in a singular way. ''I lost a leg/' he said, ''in 
early youth. I have had a consciousness of the 
limb itself all my life. Although buried and out 
of sight, it has always remained a part of me." 
This reassuring did not appeal to me strongly, but 
his positive faith in a life after death gave me 
much comfort. Mr. James occasionally paid me 
a visit As he was sitting in my parlor one day 
my little Maud, some seven or eight years old, 
passed by the open door. Mr. James called out, 
" Come here, Maud. You are the wickedest look- 
ing thing I have seen in some time." The little 
girl came, and Mr. James took her up on his knee. 
Presently, to my horror, she exclaimed, " Oh, how 
ugly you are I You are the ugliest creature I 
ever saw." This freak of the child so impressed 
my visitor that, meeting some days later with a 
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lady friend, he could not help sa3ring to her, ** Mr& 

y I know that I am ugly, but am I the ugliest 

person that you ever saw ? Maud Howe said the 
other day that she had never seen any one so 
ugly." 

My friend was in truth far from ill-looking. His 
features were reasonably good, and his counte- 
nance fairly glowed with amiability, geniality, and 
good-wilL I found afterwards that my Maud had 
seriously resented the epithet '' wicked looking " 
applied to her, and had simply sought to take a 
childish revenge in accusing Mr. James of ugliness. 
Although Mr. James held much to Swedenborg's 
point of view, he did not belong to the Sweden- 
borgian denominatioa I have heard that, on the 
contrary, he was considered by its members as 
decidedly heterodox. I think that he rarely at- 
tended any church services. I have heard of his 
holding a communion service with one member 
of his family. He published several works on 
topics connected with rdigion. 



CHAPTER XV 
A woman's psace crusade 

I HAD f dt a great opposition to Louis Napoleon 
from the period of the infamous act of treachery 
and violence which made him emperor. The 
Franco-Prussian war was little understood by the 
world at large. To us in America its objects 
were entirely unknown. On general principles of 
good-will and sympathy we were as much grieved 
as surprised at the continual defeats sustained by 
the French. For so brave and soldierly a nation 
to go through such a war without a single victory 
seemed a strange travesty of history. When to 
the immense war indemnity the conquerors added 
the spoliation of two important provinces^ indig- 
nation added itself to regret The suspicion at 
once suggested itself that Germany had very will- 
ingly given a pretext for the war, having known 
enough of the demoralized condition of France to 
be sure of an easy victory, and intending to make 
the opportunity serve for the forcible annexation 
of provinces long coveted. 

As I was revolving these matters in my mind, 
while the war was still in progress, I was visited 
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by a sudden feeling of the cruel and unnecessary 
character of the contest It seemed to me a 
return to barbarism^ the issue having been one 
which might easily have been settled without 
bloodshed The question forced itself upon me, 
'' Why do not the mothers of mankind interfere 
in these matters^ to prevent the waste of that 
human life of which they alone bear and know 
the cost ? " I had never thought of this before. 
The august dignity of motherhood and its terrible 
responsibilities now appeared to me in a new 
aspect, and I could think of no better way of ex- 
pressing my sense of these than that of sending 
forth an appeal to womanhood throughout the 
world, which I then and there composed. I did 
not dare to make this public without the advice 
of some wise counselor, and sought such an one 
in the person of Rev. Charles T. Brooks of New> 
port, a beloved friend and esteemed pastor. 

The little document which I drew up in the 
heat of my enthusiasm implored women, all the 
world over, to awake to the knowledge of the sa- 
cred right vested in them as mothers to protect 
the human life which costs them so many pangs. 
I did not doubt but that my appeal^would find a 
ready response in the hearts of great numbers of 
women throughout the limits of civilization. I 
invited these imagined helpers to assist me in call- 
ing and holding a congress of women in London, 
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and at once began a wide task of correspondence 
for the realization of this plan« My first act was 
to have my appeal translated into various lan- 
guages, to wit : French, Spanish, Italian, German, 
and Swedish, and to distribute copies of it as 
widely as possible. I devoted the next two years 
almost entirely to correspondence with leading wo* 
men in various countries. I also held two impor- 
tant meetings in New York, at which the cause 
of peace and the ability of women to promote it 
were earnestly presented. At the first of these, 
which took place in the late autiunn of 1870, Mr. 
Bryant gave me his venerable presence and valua- 
ble words. At the second, in the spring follow- 
ing, David Dudley Field, an eminent member of 
the New York bar, and a lifelong advocate of in- 
ternational arbitration, made a very eloquent and 
convincing address. 

In the spring of the year 1872 I visited Eng- 
land, hoping by my personal presence to effect 
the holding of a Woman's Peace Cong^ress in the 
great metropolis of the civilized world. In Liver- 
pool, I called upon Mrs. Josephine Butler, whose 
labors in behalf of her sex were already well 
known in America. Mrs. Butler said to me, '^ Mrs. 
Howe, you have come at a forttmate moment 
The cruel immorality of our army regulations, 
separating so great a number of our men from 
family life, is much in the public mind just at pre- 
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sent This is a good time in which to present the 
merits and the bearings of peace." Mrs. Butler 
suggested that I might easfly find opportunities 
of speaking in various parts of England, and added 
some names to the list of friends of peace with 
which I had already provided myself. Among 
these were Mr. and Mrs. Stephen A^^kworth, 
whose hospitality I enjoyed for some days, on 
my way to London. This couple belonged to the 
society of Friends, but had much to say about 
the theistic movement in the society. In London 
Mrs. Winkworth went with me, one Sunday, to 
the morning service of Rev. Charles Voysey. 
The lesson for the day was taken from the writ- 
ings of Theodore Parker. We spoke with Mr. 
Voysey after the sermon. He said, '' I had chosen 
those passages from Parker with great care.'' 
After my own copious experiences of dissent in 
various forms, Mr. Voysey's sermon did not pre- 
sent any very novel interest 

I had come to London to do everything in my 
power to found and foster what I may call *' a 
Woman's Apostolate of Peace," though I had not 
then hit upon that name. For aid and counsel, 
I relied much upon the presence in London of my 
friend. Rev. William Henry Channing, a man of 
almost angelic character. I think it must have 
been through his good offices that I was invited 
both as guest and as speaker to the public banquet 
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of the Unitarian Association. I confess that it 
was not without trepidation that I heard the 
toast-master say to the assembled company, " I 
crave your attention for Julia Ward Howe.** 
My hearty however, was so full of my theme that 
I spoke very readily, without hesitation, and, if I 
might judge by the applause which followed, with 
some acceptance. Sir John Bowring now made 
my acquaintance, and complimented me upon my 
speech. The eloquent French preacher, Athanase 
Coquerel, also spoke with me. The occasion was 
to me a memorable one. 

I had already attended the anniversary meeting 
of the English Peace Society, and had asked per- 
mission to speak, which had been denied me on 
the ground that women never had spoken at 
these meetings. Finding but little encourage- 
ment for my efforts from existing societies in 
London, I decided to hire a hall of moderate size, 
where I myself might speak on Sunday after- 
noons. The Freemasons' Tavern presented one 
just suited to my undertaking. With the help of 
a friend, the meeting was properly advertised, and 
I betook myself thither on the first Simday after- 
noon, strong in the belief that my effort was of 
the right sort, but very uncertain as to its result 
Arriving at Freemasons' Tavern, I asked the 
doorkeeper whether there was any one in the 
halL ** Oh, yes I a good many," he said. I en- 
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tered and found quite a numerous company. My 
procedure was very simple, — a prayer, the read- 
ing of a hymn, and a discourse from a Scripture 
text I had prepared this last with considerable 
care, and kept the manuscript of it beside m^ 
but my memory enabled me to give the substance 
of what I had written without referring to the 
paper. 

My impression is that I spoke in this way on 
some five or six Sundays. Of all these dis- 
courses, I remember only the last on^ of which 
the text was, ''I am persuaded that neither 
height nor depth, nor any other creature," etc. 
The attendance was very good throughout, and I 
cherished the hope that I had sown some seed 
which would bear fruit thereafter. I remember 
that our own poet, Thomas William Parsons, hap- 
pening to be in London at this time, suggested to 
me a poem of Mrs. Stowe's as very suitable to be 
read at one of my Sunday services. It was the 
one beginning : — 

** When winds are raging o'er the upper ocean," 

and I am glad to remember that I did read it as 
advised. 

My work in London brought me in contact 
with a number of prominent workers in various 
departments of public service. My acquaintance 
with Miss Frances Power Cobbe was pleasantly 
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renewed, and I remember attending an afternoon 
reception at her house, at which a number of lit- 
erary notabilities were present, among them the 
brilliant historian, Mr. Froude. I had the plea- 
sure also of meeting Mrs. Peter Taylor, foimder 
of a college for working women; she and her 
husband had been very friendly to the Northern 
side during the civil war. 

An important movement had been set on foot 
just at this time by Mrs. Grey and her sister. Miss 
Sherret. This was the institution of schools for 
girls of the middle class, whose education, up to 
that time, had usually been conducted at home 
by a governess. Mrs. Grey encoimtered a good 
deal of opposition in canying out her plans. She 
invited me to attend a meeting in the Albert 
Hall, Kensington, where these plans were to be 
fully discussed The Bishop of Manchester spoke 
in opposition to the proposed schools He took 
occasion to make mention of a visit which he had 
recently made to the United States, and to char- 
acterize the education there given to girls as 
merely ''ambitious." The schema in his view, 
involved a confusion of ranks which, in England, 
would be inadmissible. ** Lady Wilhelmina from 
Grosvenor Square," he averred, "would never 
consent to sit beside the grocer's daughter/' 

I was mvited to speak after the bishop^ and 
could not avoid taking him up on this point ** In 
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my own country/' I said, *' the young lady who 
corresponds to the lady from Grosvenor Square 
does sit beside the grocer's daughter, and when 
the two have enjoyed the same advantages of 
education, it is not always easy to be sure which 
is which." I had been privately requested to say 
nothing about woman suffrage^ to which Mrs. 
Grey had not then given in her adhesion. I did, 
however, mention the opening of the professions 
to women in my own country. Mrs. Grey thanked 
me for my speech, but said, ''Oh, dear Mrs. 
Howe^ why did you speak of the women minis- 
ters ? " Some five or six years after this time I 
chanced to meet Mrs. Grey in Rome. She as* 
sured me that the middle-class schools had proved 
a great success, and said that young girls di£Fering 
much from each other in social rank had indeed 
sat beside each other, without difficulty or trouble 
of any kind. I had heard that Mrs. Grey had 
become a convert to woman suffrage* and asked 
her if this was true. She replied, " Oh, yes ; the 
moment that I began practically to work for wo- 
men, I found the suffrage an absolute necessity.^' 
One of my pleasantest recollections of my visit 
to England is that of a day or two passed in Cam- 
bridge where I enjoyed the hospitality of Profes- 
sor J. R. Sedey, author of " Ecce Homo." I do 
not now recall the circumstances which took me 
to the great university town, but I remember with 
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gratitude the Seeley mansion, as one should do 
who was made at home there. Mr. Seeley lent a 
kind ear to my plea for a combination of women 
in behalf of a world's peace. I had also the plea- 
sure of hearing a lecture from him on Edmund 
Burke^ whose liberalism he considered rather spo- 
radic than chronic, an expression of sentiment 
called forth by some exceptional emergency, 
while the eloquent speaker remained a conservar 
tive at heart He did not, as he might have 
done, explain such inconsistencies on the simple 
ground of Burke's Irish blood, which gave him 
genius but not the logic of consistency. Mrs. 
Seeley was a very amiable and charming woman. 
I remember that her husband read to me Calver- 
ley's clever take-off of Browning, and that we all 
laughed heartily over it A morning ramble 
made me aware of the beauty of the river banks. 
I attended a Sunday service in King's College 
Chapel, with its wonderful stone roof. Here also 
I made the acquaintance of Miss Clough, sister to 
the poet She presided at this time over a house- 
hold composed of young lady students, to whom 
some of the imiversity courses were open, and 
who were also allowed to profit by private lessons 
from some of the professors of the university. 
Miss Clough was tall and dark-eyed, like her 
brother, her hair already whitening, though she 
was still in the vigor of middle age. She appeared 
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to be greatly interested in her charge. I spoke 
with some of her students, and learned that most 
of them intended to become teachers. 

So ends this arduous but pleasant episode of 
my peace crusade. I will only mention one fear 
ture more in connection with it. I had desired 
to institute a festival which should be observed 
as mothers' day, and which should be devoted to 
the advocacy of peace doctrines. I chose for 
this the second day of Jun^ this being a time 
when flowers- are abimdant, and when the weather 
usually allows of open-air meetings. I had some 
success in carrying out this plan. In Boston I 
held the Mothers' Day meeting for quite a num- 
ber of years. The day was also observed in other 
places, once or twice in Constantinople^ and often 
in places nearer home. My heart was gladdened, 
this last year, by learning from a friend that a 
peace association in Philadelphia still celebrates 
Mothers' Day. 

I was very sorry to give up this special work, 
but in my prosecution of it I could not help see- 
ing that many steps were to be taken before one 
could hope to effect any efficient combination 
among women. The time for this was at hand, 
but had not yet arrived. Insensibly, I came to 
devote my time and strength to the promotion of 
the women's clubs, which are doing so much to 
constitute a working and united womanhood. 
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During my stay in England^ I received many 
invitations to address meetings in various parts 
of the country. In compliance with these, I vis- 
ited Birmingham, Manchester, Leeds, Bristol, and 
Carlisle. In Bristol I was the guest of Mary Car- 
penter, who gave me some friendly advice r^;ard- 
ing the convention which I hoped to hold in Lon- 
don. She assured me that such a meeting could 
have no following unless the call for it were digni- 
fied by the name of some prominent member 
of the English aristocracy. In this view, she 
strongly advised me to write to the Duchess of 
Argyll, requesting an interview at which I might 
speak to her of my plans. I did write the letter, 
and obtained the interview. The Duchess, with 
whom I had had some acquaintance for many 
years, invited me to luncheon on a certain day. I 
found her, surrounded by her numerous family of 
daughters, the youngest of whom carried round a 
dish of fruit at dessert Luncheon being at an 
end, the Duchess granted me a short t6te-A-t6te. 
"My only objection to a lady's speaking in pub- 
lic," she said, " is based upon St Paul's saying : 
' I suflFer not a woman to teach,' etc." I replied^ 
" Yes ; but remember that, in another plac^ he 
says that a woman may prophesy wearing a veil" 
She assented to this statement, but did not ap- 
pear to interest herself much in my plan of a 
Woman's Peace Congress. She had always been 
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much interested in Dr. Howe's work, and hegaai 
to ask me about him, and about Charles Sunmer, 
for whom she entertained great regard. Messages 
were presently sent in to the effect that the car- 
riage was waiting for the afternoon driven and I 
took my leave^ expecting no help from this veiy 
amiable and estimable lady. 

Before the beginning of my Sunday services, I 
received a letter from Mr. Aaron Powell of New 
York, asking me to attend a Peace Congress about 
to be held in Paris, as a del^^te. I accordingly 
crossed the Channel, and reached Paris in time to 
attend the principal s6ance of the congress. It 
was not numerously attended. The speakers all 
read their discourses from manuscript The gen- 
eral tone was timid and subdued. Something was 
said r^^arding the then recent Franco-Prussian 
war, and the growing humanity shown by both of 
the contending parties in the mutual arrange- 
ments for taking care of the woimded. I pre- 
sented my credentials, and asked leave to speak. 
With some embarrassment, I was told that I 
might speak to the officers of the society, when 
the public meeting should be adjourned. I ac- 
cordingly met a dozen or more of these gentlemen 
in a side room, where I simply spoke of my en- 
deavors to enlist the sympathies and efforts of 
women in behalf of the world's peace. 

Retiuning to London, I had the privilege of 
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attending as a delegate one of the great Prison 
Reform meetings of our day. 

As well as I can remember, each day of the 
congress had its own president, and not the least 
interesting of these days was that on which 
Cardinal Manning presided I remember well his 
domed forehead and pale^ transparent complexion, 
telling mimistakably of his ascetic life. He was 
obviously much interested in Prison Reform, and 
well cognizant of its progress. An esteemed 
friend and fellow country-woman of mine, Mrs. 
Elizabeth B. Chace of Rhode Island, was also 
accredited as a delegate to this congress. At one 
of its meetings she read a short paper, giving 
some accoimt of her own work in the prisons of 
her State. At this meeting, the question of flog- 
ging prisoners came up, and a rather brutal jailer 
of the old school told an anecdote of a refractory 
prisoner who had been easily reduced to obedience 
by this summary method His rough words stirred 
my heart within me. I felt that I must speak ; 
and Mrs. Chace kindly arose, and said to the pre- 
siding officer, " I beg that Mrs. Julia Ward Howe 
of Boston may be heard before this debate is 
closed" Leave being given, I stood up and said 
my say, arguing earnestly that no man could be 
made better by being degraded I can only well 
recall a part of my little speech, which was, I 
need scarcely say, quite unpremeditated : — 



340 REMINISCENCES 

" It is related of the famous Beau Brummel 
that a gentleman who called upon him one morn- 
ing met a valet carrying away a tray of neckcloths* 
more or less disordered. 'What are these?' 
asked the visitor ; and the servant replied, * These 
are our failures.' Even thus may society point 
to the criminals whom she dismisses from her pre- 
sence. Of these men and women, whom she has 
failed to train in the ways of virtue and of indus- 
try, she may well say : * These are our failures.' " 

My words were much applauded, and I think 
the vote taken was against the punishment in 
question. The sittings of the congress were 
mainly held in the hall of the Temple, which is 
enriched with carvings and coats of arms. Here^ 
also, a final banquet was held, at which I was in- 
vited to speak, and did so. Rev. Frederick Wines 
had an honored place in this assembly, and his 
words were listened to with great attention. 
Miss Carpenter came from Bristol to attend the 
congress, and I was present when she presided 
over a section especially devoted to women pris- 
oners. 

A number of the addresses presented at the 
congress were in foreign languages. A synopsis 
of these was furnished on the spot by an apt trans- 
lator. I recall the whole occasion as one of 
great interest 

I must not forget to mention the fact that the 
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only daughter of Edward Livingston, author of 
the criminal code of the State of Louisiana, was 
an honored guest at this congress. The meet- 
ings at which I spoke in different parts of Eng- 
land were usually presided over by some impor- 
tant personage, such as the mayor of the city. 
On one occasion a man of the people^ quite popu- 
lar in his way, expressed his warm approval of 
my peace doctrine, and concluded his remarks by 
saying, " Mrs. Howe, I offer you the hand of the 
Tyne-side Orator." 

All these efforts were intended to lead up to 
the final meeting which I had determined to hold 
in London, and which I did hold in St George's 
Hall, a place very suitable for such occasions. At 
this meeting, Mr. and Mrs. Jacob Bright sat with 
me on the platform, and the venerable Sir John 
Bowring spoke at some length, leaning on his staff 
as became his age. The attendance was very 
good The meeting was by no means what I had 
hoped that it might be. The ladies who spoke 
in public in those days mostly confined their labors 
to the advocacy of woman suffrage, and were not 
much interested in my scheme of a world-wide 
protest of women against the cruelties of war. I 
found indeed some helpful allies among my own 
sex. Two sisters of John Bright, Mrs. Margaret 
Lucas and Mrs. Maclaren, aided me with various 
friendly offices, and through their instrumentality 
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the money which I had expended m the hire of 
halls was returned to me. I had not in any way 
suggested or expected this, but as I was working 
entirely at my own cost the assistance was very 
welcome and opportune. 

I cannot leave this time without recalling the 
gracious figiu-e of Athanase CoquereL I had met 
this remarkable man in London at the anniver- 
sary banquet of the British Unitarian Association. 
It was in this country, however, that I first heard 
hb eloquent and convincing speech, the occasion 
being a sermon given by him at the Unitarian 
Church of Newport, R. I., in the summer of the 
year 1873. It happened on this Simday that the 
poet Bryant, John Dwight, and Parke Godwin 
were seated near me. All of them expressed 
great admiration of the discourse^ and one ex- 
claimed, " That French art, how wonderful it is ! '* 
The text chosen was this : " And greater works 
than these shall ye do." 

How could this be?" asked the preacher. 
How could the work of the disciples be greater 
than that of the Master ? In one sense only. It 
could not be greater in spirit or in character. It 
could be greater in extent." 

The revolution in France occasioned by the 
Franco-Prussian war was much in the public 
mind at this time, and the extraordinary crisis of 
the Commune was almost unexplained. As soon 
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as I found an opportunity of conversing with 
Monsieur Coquerel, I besought him to set before 
us the true solution of these matters in the lec- 
tures which he was about to deliver. 

He consented to do so, and in one of his dis^ 
courses represented the Commune as the result 
of a state of exasperation on the part of the peo- 
ple of Paris. They saw their coimtry invaded by 
hostile armies, their sacred city beleaguered In 
the desperation of their distress, all longed to take 
active part in some counter movement, and the 
most brutal and ignorant part of the populace 
were turned, by artful leaders, to this work of 
destruction. The speaker gave a very moving 
account of the hardships of the sitgt of F^uis» 
the privations endured of food and fuel, the sacri- 
fice of costly furniture as fire-wood to keep alive 
children in imminent danger of death. In the 
midst of the tumults and horrors enumerated, 
he introduced the description of the funeral of an 
eminent scientist The quiet cortege moved on 
to the cemetery where halt was made, and the 
several speakers of the occasion, as if oblivious of 
the agonies of the hour, bore willing testimony to 
the merits and good work of their departed col- 
league. 

The principal object of Monsieur Coquerd's visit 
to this country was to collect funds for the build- 
ing of a church in Paris which should grandly 
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and truly represent liberal Christianity. I fear 
that his success in this undertaking fell far short 
of the end which he had hoped to attain. His 
death occurred not long after his return to France 
and I do not know whether the first stone of his 
proposed edifice was ever laid 



CHAPTER XVI 

VISITS TO SANTO DOMINGO 

In the year 1872, Dr. Howe was appointed one 
of three commissioners to report upon the advis* 
ability of annexing Santo Domingo to the United 
States. The two other commissioners were Hon. 
Benjamin F. Wade of Ohio, and Hon. Andrew 
D. White. A government steamer was placed at 
the disposal of the commissioners, and a number 
of newspaper correspondents accompanied them. 
Prominent among these was William Henry Hurl- 
burt, at that time identified with the " New York 
World," Before taking leave of his family. Dr. 
Howe said, ''Remember that you cannot hear 
from us sooner than a month under the most 
favorable circumstances, so do not be frightened 
at our long silence." I have never heard an ex- 
planation of the motives which led the press in 
general to speak slightingly of the Tennessee, the 
war steamer upon which the commission embarked 
for Santo Domingo. Scarcely a week after her 
departure, a sensational account was published of 
a severe storm in the southern seas, and of a large 
steamer seen in unavailing struggle with the 
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waves. '' The steamer was probably the Tennes* 
see, and it is most likely that she fomidered in 
the storm and went down with all on board.** 

In spite of my husband's warning; I could not 
but fed great anxiety in view of this statement 
The days of suspense that followed it were dark 
indeed and hard to live through. In due time^ 
however, came intelligence of the safe arrival of 
the Tennessee, and of the good condition of all 
on board. 

It happened that I had gone out for a walk on 
the morning when this good news reached Bos- 
ton. On my return I found Dr. Dix waiting, his 
eyes full of tears, to tell me that the Tennessee 
had been heard from. The numerous congratula- 
tions which I now received showed how general 
had been the fear of the threatened mishap^ and 
how great the public interest in Dr. Howe's 
safety. 

In later years, I made the acquaintance of Hon. 
Andrew D. White and his most charming wife. 
Though scarcely on the vei^e of middle age^ her 
beautiful dark hair had turned completely white; 
in the unnecessary agony which she suffered in 
the interval between her husband's departure and 
the first authentic news received of the expedition. 

It was a year later than this that Dr. Howe was 
urged by parties interested to undertake a second 
visit to Santo Domingo, with the view of further- 



VISITS TO SANTO DOMINGO 347 

ing the interests of the Samana Bay Company. 
He had been so much impressed with the beauty 
of the island that he wished me to share its en- 
chantments with hinL We accordingly set sail in 
a small steamer, the Tybee, in February of the year 
1873. Oiu: youngest daughter, Maud, went with 
us, and our party consisted of Maud's friend. Miss 
Derby, now Mrs. Samuel Richard Fuller, my hus- 
band's three nieces, and Miss Maiy C. Paddock, 
a valued friend. Colonel Fabens, a man much 
interested in the prospects of the island, also em- 
barked with us. The voyage was a stormy one, 
the seas being exceeding roi^h, and the steamer 
most uneasy in her action. After some weary 
days and nights, we cast anchor m the harbor of 
Puerta Plata, and my husband came to the door 
of my stateroom crying, '' Come out and see the 
great glory 1 " I obeyed, and beheld a scene 
which amply justified his exclamation. Before 
us, sheer out of the water, rose Mount Isabd, 
clothed with tropical verdure. At its foot lay 
the picturesque little town. Small carts, drawn 
each by a single bullock, were already awaiting 
the unloading of the cargo. We were soon on 
shore, and within the shelter of a tolerable hotel, 
where fresh fruits and black coffee restored our 
sea-worn spirits. The day was Sunday, and I 
managed to attend a Methodist service held in a 
commodious chapeL The aspect of the little town 



34B REMINISCENCES 

was very cheerful and friendly. N^;ro women 
ran about the streets, with red turbaned heads 
and dad in trailing gowns of calica The pran- 
cing little horses delighted me with their swift 
and easy motion. On the day subsequent to our 
landing; we accepted an invitation to breakfast at 
a sugar plantation, not very far from the town. 
A cart drawn by a bullock furnished the only 
vehicle to be had in the place. Our entertainers 
were a yoimg Cuban and his American wife. They 
had embarked a good deal of capital in machinery ; 
I r^retted to learn later that their enterprise had 
not been altogether successful 

The merchants in Puerta Plata were largely 
Germans and Jews. They were at heart much 
opposed to the success of the Samana Bay enter- 
prise, fearing that it would build up Samana at 
the expense of their own town. So, a year later, 
their money was used to inaugurate a revolution, 
which overthrew President Baez, and installed in 
his place a man greatly his inferior in talent, but 
one who could be made entirely subservient to 
the views of the Puerta Plata junta. 

After a day and a night in Puerta Plata we 
returned to our steamer, which was now boxmd 
for Samana Bay, and thence for the capital, Santo 
Domingo. Let me say in passing that it is quite 
incorrect to speak of the island as ''San Do- 
mingo." This might be done if Domingo were the 
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name of a saint, but Santo Domingo really means 
*' Holy Sunday/' and is so named in commemora- 
tion of the first landing of Columbus upon the 
island. Of Samana itself I will speak hereafter. 
After two more days of rough sea travel we were 
very glad to reach the capital, where the Falacio 
Nacional had been assigned as our residence. 

This was a spacious building surrounding a 
rectangular court A g^uard of soldiers occupied 
the lower story, and the whole of the second floor 
was placed at our disposal Furniture there was 
little or none, but we had brought with us a sup- 
ply of beds, bedding, and articles necessary for 
the table. The town a£forded us chairs and tables, 
and with the help of our friend, Miss Paddock, we 
were soon comfortably installed in our new quar- 
ters. The fleas at first gave us terrible torment, 
but a copious washing of floors and the use of 
some native plant, the name of which I cannot 
remember, diminished this inconvenience, to which 
also we gradually became accustomed. 

The population of Santo Domingo is much 
mixed, and I could not see that the blacks were 
looked down upon by the whites, the greater part 
of whom g^ve evidence of some admixture of 
African blood. In the harbor of the capital, 
before leaving the steamer, I had had some con- 
versation with one Francois, a man of color, who 
had come on board to secure the services of one 
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of our f ellow-passengerSy an aged clergyman, for 
his church. The old gentleman insisted that he 
was past preaching, on account of his age and 
infinnities. I began to question Fran^ob about 
his church, and found that it consisted of a small 
congregation of very poor colored people, all 
Americans by birth or descent They held their 
services only on Sunday evenings, having neither 
clothes nor shoes fit for appearance in the day- 
time. Their real minister had died, and an elder 
who had taken his place was too lame to cross the 
river in order to attend the services, so they had 
to do without preaching. I cannot remember just 
how it came about, but I engaged to hold service 
for them on Sunday evenings during my stay at 
the capital 

Behold me then, on my first Sunday evening, 
entering the little wooden building with its mud 
floor. It boasted a mahogany pulpit of some 
size, but I took my seat within the chancel rail 
and began my ministration. I gave out the 
hymns, and the tattered hymn-books were turned 
over. I soon learned that this was a mere form, 
few of those present being able to read. They 
knew the hymns by heart and sang them with a 
will I had prepared my sermon very carefully, 
being anxious really to interest these poor shep- 
herdless sheep. They appeared to listen very 
thankfully, and I continued these services until 
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nearly the time of my dq>arture from the island. 
I had not brought any written sermons with me, 
nor had I that important aid in sermonizing; a 
concordance. A young daughter of Colonel Fa- 
bens, a good Bible scholar, used to find my texts 
for me. I remember that, after my first preach- 
ing, a young woman called upon me and quoted 
some words from my sermon, very much in the 
sense of the old anecdote about ''that blessed 
word Mesopotamia." 

When Good Friday and Easter came my 
colored people besought me to hold extra ser- 
vices, in order that their young folks might imder- 
stand that these sacred days were of as much sig- 
nificance to them as to the Catholics, by whom 
they were surrounded. I naturally complied with 
their request, and arranged to have the poor little 
place decorated with palms and flowers for the 
Easter service. I have always remembered with 
pleasure one feature of my Easter sermon. In 
this I tried to describe Dante's beautiful vision of 
a great cross in the heavens, formed of clusters of 
stars, the name of Christ being inscribed on each 
cluster. The thought that the mighty poet of 
the fourteenth centiuy should have had something 
to impart to these illiterate n^^roes was very dear 
to me. 

As soon as the report of my preaching became 
noised abroad, the aged elder, whose place I had 
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taken, bestirred himself and managed to put in 
an appearance at the little chmxrh. He momited 
the stairs of the mahogany pulpit, and seemed to 
keep guard over the congregation, while I contin- 
ued to speak from the chanceL I invited him to 
give out the hymns, which he did, mentioning also 
the page on which they would be found. He af- 
terwards told me that his wife, who could read, 
had taught him those hymns. '' I never could do 
nothing with books," he said. 

We found but little English spoken at the 
capital except among the colored people. I 
always recall with amusement a bit of conversa- 
tion which I had with one of the merchants who 
was fond of speaking our language. He had sent 
his errand boy to us with a message. Meeting 
hun later in the day, I said, '' I saw your servant 
this morning." ''Yes, ze nigger. He mudder 
fooley in St Thomas." I made some eSort to 
ascertain what were the educational advantages 
afforded in the capital I foxmd there a school 
for boys, imder the immediate charge of the 
Catholic clergy. Hearing also of a school for 
girls, foimded and administered by a young 
woman of the city, I called one day to find out 
what I could of her and of her work. She was 
the daughter of a woman physician who had 
much reputation in the place. Her mother had 
received no technical medical education, but 
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had practiced nursing under the best doctors, 
and had also acquired through experience a con- 
siderable understanding of the uses of herbs. She 
was a devout Catholic, and having once been de- 
sperately ill, had vowed her infant daughter to the 
Virgin in case of her recovery. The dai^hter had 
not entered a convent, but had devoted herself to 
the training of young girls. She appeared to be 
a very modest and simple person, and was pleased 
to have me inspect the needlework, maps, and 
copy books of her pupils. 

*' At any rate, I keep them out of the street," 
she said. Francois, my first colored acquaint- 
ance at the capital, had spoken to me of a Bible 
society formed there. It was a secret associa- 
tion, and he told me several times that its mem- 
bers earnestly desired to make my acquaintance. 
I finally arranged with him to attend one of their 
meetings, and went, in his company, to a building 
in which an inner room was set apart for their 
use. I was ushered into this with some cere- 
mony, and foimd a company of natives of va- 
rious shades of color. On a raised platform were 
seated the presiding officers of the occasion. 
Presently one of these rang his bell and b^;an to 
address me in a rather high-flown style, assur- 
ing me that my noble works were well under- 
stood by those present, and that they greatly 
desired to hear from me. I was much puzzled 
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at this address, feeling almost certain that no- 
thing that I had ever done would have been 
likely to penetrate the atmosphere of this iso- 
lated spot The speech was in Spanish and I 
was expected to reply in the same language. 
This I was not able to do, my knowledge of Span- 
ish being limited to a few colloquial phrases. The 
French language answered pretty well, however, 
and in this I managed to express my thanks for 
the honor done me and my sincere interest in the 
welfare of the island. All present had risen to 
receive me. There seemed to be nothing further 
for me to do, and I took leave, followed by dap- 
ping of hands. To this day I have never been 
able to understand the connection of this associ- 
ation with any Bible society, and still less the 
flattering mention made of some supposed merits 
on my part Francois warned me that this meet- 
ing was not to be generally spoken of, and I 
endeavored to preserve a discreet silence regard- 
ing it 

On another evening we were all invited to 
attend the public exercises of a debating club of 
young men. The question to be argued was 
whether it is permissible to do evil in view of a 
supposed good result. The debate was a rather 
spirited one. The best of the speakers, who had 
been educated in Spain, had much to say of the 
philosopher Balm^s, whose sayings he mioxe than 
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once quoted The question having been decided 
in the negative, the speaker who had maintained 
the unethical side of the question e3q>lained that 
he had done this only because it was required of 
him, his convictions and sympathies bdng wholly 
on the other side. 

President Baez had received us with great 
cordiality. He called upon us soon after our 
arrival, having previously sent us a fine basket of 
fruit He seemed an intelligent man, and my 
husband's estimate of him was much opposed to 
that conveyed in Mr. Simmer's invective against 
** a traitor who sought to sell his own country.'' 
Baez had sense enough to recognize the security 
which annexation to the United States would 
give to his people. 

The English are sometimes spoken of as ''a 
nation of shopkeepers." Santo Domingo might 
certainly be called a city of shopkeepers. When 
we visited it, all of the principal families were 
engaged in trade. When daughters were consid- 
ered of fit age to enter society, they made their 
d^but behind the counter of their father or uncle. 

My husband decided, soon after our arrival, to 
invite the townspeople to a dance. In prepara- 
tion for this festivity, the largest room in the pal- 
ace was swept and garnished with flowers. A 
native band of musicians was engaged, and a 
merry and motley throng invaded our sober pre- 
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mises. The favorite dances, were mostly of the 
order of the " contradanza,'' which I had seen in 
Cuba. This is a slow and stately measure suited 
to the languor of a hot dimate. I ventured to 
introduce a Virginia Red, which was not much 
enjoyed by the natives. President Baez did not 
honor us with his presence, but his brother Da- 
mian and his sister Rosita were among our guests. 
A United States warship was in the harbor, and 
its officers were a welcome reinforcement to our 
company. Among these was Lieutenant De 
Long, well remembered now as the leader of the 
ill-fated Jeannette expedition. 

At two o'clock in the morning my husband 
showed signs of extreme fatigue. I felt that the 
gayeties must cease, and was obliged to say to 
some of the older guests that Dr. Howe's health 
would not permit him to entertain them longer. 
It seemed like sending children home from a 
Christmas party, the dancers appeared so much 
taken aback. They had expected to dance until 
day dawn. Still they departed without objecting. 
The next day those of us who visited the princq)al 
street of the city saw the beaux of the night 
before busy in their shops, some of them in shirt- 
sleeves. 

Our days passed very quietly. Dr. Howe took 
his accustomed ride before breakfast One fea- 
ture of this meal consisted of water-cocoanuts, 
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gathered while the night dew was on them, and 
of a delicious coolness. The water having been 
poured out, the nuts were thrown into the court 
below, where the soldiers of the guard ate them 
greedily. The rations served out to these men 
consisted simply of strq>s of sugar cane. Their 
uniforms were of seersucker, and the homely 
palm-leaf hat completed their costume. 

After break^t I usually sat at my books, often 
preparing my Sunday sermon. A siesta followed 
the noonday repast, and after this the greatest 
amusement of the day b^^an. The little, fiery 
steeds were brought into the coiutyard, and I 
rode forth, followed by my young companions 
and escorted by the assistant secretary of the 
treasury. Several of the young gentlemen of the 
town who could command the use of a horse 
would join our cavalcade, as we swept out of the 
city limits and into the beautiful regions beyond. 
The horses have a peculiarly easy gait, and are 
yet very swift and gentle. As the season ad- 
vanced, and the spring showers began to fall, we 
were sometimes glad to take refuge under a 
mango tree, its spreading branches and thick foli- 
age sheltering us like a tent Our cavaliers, in 
view of this emergency, were apt to provide them- 
selves with umbrellas, to the opening and shut- 
ting of which the horses were wdl accusUnned. 
In case of any chill ^ a little rum *' was ahrays ro> 
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commended. The careless mention of this typical 
beverage amused and almost frightened me^ ac- 
customed to hear rum spoken of with bated 
breath, as if imfit even for mention. 

The besetting evil of the island seemed to be 
lockjaw. I was told that the smallest wound or 
scratchy or even a chill, might produce it I dis- 
tinctly remember having several times felt an 
unusual stiffness of the lower jaw, consequent 
upon a slight check of perspiration. 

I cannot imagine a more delightful winter cli- 
mate than that of Santo Domingo. Dr. Howe 
used sometimes to come to my study and ask, 
" Are you comfortable ? " 

"Perfectly comfortable. Why do you ask?" 

" Because the thermometer stands at 86^ Fah- 
renheit" A delicious sea-breeze blew in at the 
wide open window, and we who sat in it had no 
feeling of extreme heat 

I remember a little excursion which we made 
on horseback to a village some twelve miles dis- 
tant from the capital We started in the very 
early morning, wishing to reach the place of our 
destination before the approach of noon. It was 
still quite dark when we mounted our horses, 
with a faithful escort of Dominican friends. 

**Sabrosa mafianal^' exclaimed the assistant 
secretary of the treasury, who rode beside me. 

Our road lay through a beautiful bit of forest 
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land. The dawn found us at a pretty and primi- 
tive ferry, which we crossed without dismounting. 
The beauty of the scenery was beyond descrip- 
tion. The air was refreshed by a succession of 
little mountain streamlets, which splashed with a 
cool sound about our horses' feet Arriving at 
the village we found a newly erected bohio, or hut 
of palm-wood strips, prepared for us. It was 
hung with hammocks and furnished with rocking- 
chairs, with a clean floor of sand and pebbles. 
At a neighboring fonda luncheon was served to 
our party. We retximed to our bohio for a much 
needed siesta, reserving the afternoon for a ram- 
ble. A service was going on at the village church. 
After a late dinner we went to visit the priest 
His servant woman appeared reluctant to admit 
us. This we imderstood when the old gentleman 
came forward to receive us, dressed like a pea- 
sant, and wearing a handkerchief tied about his 
head in peasant fashioa To me, as the senior 
lady of the party, he offered a cigar. 

He took pains to return our visit the next day, 
but came to our bohio in full canonicals. He was 
anxious to possess a certain Spanish work on 
botany, and offered me a sum of money in pre- 
payment of its price. This I declined to receive, 
feeling that the chances were much against my 
ever being able to fulfill his commission. 

Immediately after his visit we mounted our 
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steeds and rode back to the capitali which we 
reached after the great gate had been dosed for 
the nighty a narrow postern opening to admit our 
party one by one. 

Before our departure from the island, Ftesident 
Baez invited us to a state dinner at his residence. 
The appointments of the table were elq;ant and 
tasteful The repast was a long one, consisting 
of a great variety of Dominican dishes, which 
appeared and disappeared with great celerity. 
Before the dessert was served, we were requested 
to leave the table and return to the sitting-room. 
Presently we came back to the table, and found 
it spread with fruits and sweets innumerable. 

Two years after this time, my husband's health 
required a change of climate. He decided to 
visit Santo Domingo once more, and was anxious 
that I should accompany him. I was rather un- 
willing to do so, being much engaged at home. 
Wishing to offer me the greatest inducement, he 
said, " You shall preach to your colored folks as 
much as you lika" In March of 1875, siccord- 
ingly, we set sail in the same Tybee which had 
carried us on our first voyage to the beautiful 
island The political situation meantime had 
greatly changed The revolution already spoken 
of had expelled President Baez, and had put in 
his place a man devoted to the interests of Puerta 
Plata, as opposed to the growth of Samana. 
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We landed at the capital, and as we walked 
up the street to our hotel familiar forms emerged 
from the shops on the right and on the left 
These friends all accosted us with eager ques- 
tions: — 

'*D6nde estan las muchachas ? '* (Where are 
the girls?) 

'' D6nde esta Maud ? " 

•* D6nde esta Luda ? " 

We were obliged to say that they were not 
with us, and the blank, disappointed faces showed 
that we, the elders, counted for little in the 
absence of " metal more attractive." 

After a short stay at the capital, we reem- 
bariced for Samana, where we passed some weeks 
of delightful quiet in a pretty cottage on the out- 
skirts of the little town. On the evening of our 
taking possession, I stood at the door of our new 
abode, watching the moon rise and overtop two 
stately palms which formed the immediate fore- 
ground of our landscape. On the left was the 
pretty crescent-shaped beach, and beyond it the 
lights of the town shone brightly. This was a 
foretaste of many delightful hours in which my 
soul was fed with the beauty of my surroundings. 

Our cottage was distant about a mile from the 
town, which my husband liked to visit every 
morning. It was possible to go thither by the 
beach, but he preferred to take a narrow bridle 
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path on the side of a very steep hilL I had never 
been a bold rider, and I must confess that I suf- 
fered agonies of fear in following him on these 
expeditions. If I lagged behind, he would ay, 
*' Come on 1 it 's as bad as going to a funeral to 
ride with you." And so, I suppose, it wa& I 
remember one day when a great palm branch had 
fallen across our path. I thought that my horse 
would certainly slip on it, sending me to dq)th8 
below. Fortunately he did not. That very day, 
while Dr. Howe was taking his siesta, I went to 
the place where this impediment lay, and with a 
great effort threw it over the steep mountain-side. 
The whole neighborhood of Samana is very moun- 
tainous, and I sometimes found it impossible to 
obey the word of command. One day my hus- 
band spurred his horse and made a gallant dash 
at a very steep ascent, ordering me to follow him. 
I tried my best, but only got far enough to find 
myself awkwardly at a standstill, and unable to 
go either backward or forward. The Doctor was 
obliged to dismount and to lead my horse down 
to the level ground. This, he assured me, was a 
severe mortification for him. 

Dr. Howe desired at this time to make a jour- 
ney on horseback to a part of the interior which 
he had not visited. He engaged as a guide a 
man familiar with the r^on and able on foot to 
keep pace with any ordinary horse. I remember 
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that this man asked for a wanung of some days, 
in order that he might purchase his combustibles^ 
meaning comestibles. This journey, often talked 
of, was never undertakea We sometimes varied 
the even tenor of our days in Samana by a sail in 
the pretty steam launch belonging to the Samana 
Bay Company. On one occasion we todc a row- 
boat and went to visit an English carpenter ^o 
had built himself a hut in the forest not far from 
the shore. We found his wife surrounded by 
her young family. The cabin was provided with 
berths for sleeping accommodation. The house- 
hold work was done mostly in the open air. On 
a rude table I found some Greek books. ^ Whose 
are those } " I asked. '' Oh, they belong to my 
husband. He studies Greek in order to under- 
stand the New Testament" Yet this man was 
so illiterate as to allow some pupils of his to use 
a small i for our personal pronoun. In spite of 
my husband's permission, I did not preach very 
much during this visit to Samana. I found there 
a Methodist church with a settled pastor. I did 
take part in an open-air service one Sunday after- 
noon. The place chosen was well up on the side 
of a mountain, the assembly consisting entirely of 
colored people. I arrived a little after time and 
found a zealous elder speaking. When he saw 
me he said, ''And now dat de lady hab come I 
will obdunk [abdicate] from de place." 
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A little school kept by the carpenter was 
not far from this spot It occupied a shed in 
a r^on magnificent with palms. I went one 
day, by special arrangement, to speak to the 
pupils, who were of both sexes. The ascent was 
so steep that I was glad to avail myself of the 
ofifer of a steer with a straw saddle on his back, 
led by a youth of the neighborhood. From the 
school I went to the hut of a colored woman, who 
had requested the honor of entertaining me at 
lunch, and who waited upon me with great good- 
will While I was still resting in the shade of 
the cabin a man appeared, leading two saddle 
horses and bearing a missive from Dr. How^ 
requesting my immediate retuilL I have else- 
where alluded to this and to Dr. Howe's touching 
words, ''Our dear, noble Sunmer is no more. 
Come home at once. I am much distressed." 

My husband had been greatly chagrined by 
Mr. Sumner's conduct with regard to the pro- 
posed annexation of Santo Domingo. The death 
of his lifelong friend seemed to bring back all 
his old tenderness and he grieved deeply over 
his loss. 

Of the longevity of the negro population of 
Santo Domingo we heard wonderful accounts. I 
myself, while in Samana, saw and spoke with a 
colored woman who was said to have reached the 
age of one himdred and thirty years. She was a 
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native of Maryland, and had become a mother and 
a grandmother before leaving the United States. 
In Samana she married again and had a second 
set of children and grandchildren. These par- 
ticulars I learned from a daughter of her second 
marriage, herself a woman of forty. The aged 
mother and grandmother came up to Samana 
during my stay there to make some necessary 
purchases. Her figure was slender and, as the 
French say, " dun prise.*' Her only infirmity ap- 
peared to be her deafness. 

A curious custom in this small community was 
the consecration of all houses as soon as com- 
pleted This was usually made the occasion of 
what we term a house-warming. Friends were 
invited, and were expected to make contributions 
of cake. The priest of the parish offered prayer 
and sprinkled the premises with holy water, after 
which the festivities commenced. The music 
consisted of a harmonicon and a notched gourd, 
which was scraped with an iron rod to maA the 
time. Cakes and lemonade were handed about 
in trays. Grandmothers sat patient with their 
grandbabes on their laps while the mothers 
danced to their hearts' content 

It chanced one day that I attended one of these 
merry-makings. While the dance was in progress 
a superbly handsome man, bronze in complexion 
and very polite in manner, annmanded from the 
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musicians^ '' Una polka por Madama Howe.'' I 
had neither expected nor desired to dance^ but f dt 
obliged to accept this invitation. 

A large proportion of the Dominicans, be it 
said in passing; are of mixed race, the white de- 
ment in them being mostly Spanish. This last so 
predominates that the leading negro characteris- 
tics are rardy observed among them. They are 
intelligent people, devout in their Catholicism and 
generally very honest. Families of the wealthier 
class are apt to send their sons to Spain for edu- 
cation. 

Quite distinct from these are the American 
blacks, who are the remnant and in laige part the 
descendants of an exodus of ireb negroes from 
our Middle States, which took place in the neigh- 
borhood of the year 184a These people are 
Methodists, but are, for some reason, entirdy 
neglected by the denomination, both in England 
and in America. They are anxious to keep their 
young folks within the pale of Protestantism. Of 
such was composed my little congr^ation in the 
city of Santo Domingo. 

In the place last named I made the acquaint- 
ance of a singular family of birds, individuals of 
which were domesticated in many houses. These 
creatures could be depended upon to give the 
household warning of the approach of a stranger. 
They also echoed with notes of their own the 
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hourly strikiiig of the city clocks, and zealously 
destroyed all the insects which are generated by 
the heat of a tropical climate. The per contra is 
that they themselves are rather malodorous. 

During my stay in Samana a sinpilar woman 
attached herself to me. She was a mulatto, and 
her home was on a moimtain side in the neighbor- 
hood of the school of which I have just spoken. 
Here she was rarely to be f oimd ; and her husband 
bewailed her frequent absences and consequent 
neglect of her large family. She had some know- 
ledge of herbs, which she occasionally made avail- 
able in nursing the sick. She one day brought 
her aged mother to visit me, and the elder wo- 
man, speaking of her, said, ^ Oh, yes I Rosanna's 
got edication." Of this ''edication" I had a 
specimen in a letter which she wrote me after my 
departure, and which began thus, '' Hailyal [hal- 
lelujah], Mrs. Howe, here 's hopin." 

In these days the brilliant scheme of the Sa- 
mana Bay Company came to its final failure. 
The Dominican government now insisted that 
the flag of the company should be officially with- 
drawn. The Tybee having departed on her home- 
ward voyage, the one warship of the republic 
made its appearance in the harbor, a miserable 
little schooner, but one that carried a gun. 

On the morrow of her arrival, a scene of some 
interest was enacted. The employees of the com- 
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pany, all colored meiit marched to the building 
over which the flag was floating. Every man 
carried a fresh rose at the end of his musket 
Dr. Howe made a pathetic little speech, explana- 
tory of the drcumstancesy and a military salute 
was fired as the flag was hauled down. A qnte- 
f ul caricature appeared in a paper publishedt I 
think, at the capital, representing the transactiQn 
just mentioned, with Dr. Howe in the forqpround 
in an attitude of deep dejection, Mrs. Howe stand- 
ing near, and saying, '' Never mind.'' 

From my own memoir of Dr. Howe I quote the 
following record of his last days on earth. 

** The mild climate and exercise in the open air 
had done all that could have been expected for 
Dr. Howe^ and he returned from Santo Domingo 
much improved in health. The seeds of disease 
however, were still lurking in his system, and the 
change from tropical weather to our own uncer- 
tain spring brought on a severe attack of rheumar 
tism, by which his strength was greatly reduced. 
He rallied somewhat in the autiunn, and was 
able to pass the winter in reasonable comfort and 
activity. 

"The first of May, 1875, found him at his coun- 
try seat in South Portsmouth, R. I., where the 
planting of his garden and the supervision of his 
poultry afforded him much amusement and occu* 
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pation. In the early summer he was sdll able 
to ride the beautiful Santo Domingo pony which 
President Baez had sent him three years before. 
This resource, however, soon fadled him, and his 
exercise became limited to a short walk in the 
neighborhood of his house. His strength con- 
stantly diminished during the simuner, yet he 
retained his habits of early rising and of active 
occupation, as well as his interest in matters pub- 
lic and private. He returned to Boston in the 
autumn, and seemed at first benefited by the 
change. He felt, however, and we felt, that a 
change was impending. 

*' On Christmas day he was able to dine with hia 
family, and to converse with one or two invited 
guests. On the first of January he said to an 
intimate friend : * I have told my people that 
they will bury me this month.' This was mer^ 
a passing impression, as in fact he had not so 
spoken to any of us. On January 4th, while up 
and about as usual, he was attacked by sudden 
and severe convulsions, followed by insensibility ; 
and on January 9th he breathed his last, sur- 
roimded by his family, and apparently without 
pain or consciousness. Before the end Laura 
Bridgman was brought to his bedside^ to touch 
once more the hand that had unlocked the work! 
to her. She did so^ weeping bitterly.** 
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A great mourning was made for Dr. Howe. 
Eulogies were pronounced before the legislature 
of Massachusetts, and resolutions of regret and 
sympathy came to us from various beneficent 
associations. From Greece came back a touching 
echo of our sorrow, and by an order, sent from 
thence, a floral tribute was laid upon the casket 
of the early friend and champion of Greek liber- 
ties. A beautiful helmet and sword, all of violets, 
the parting gift of the household, seemed a fitting 
recognizance for one whom Whittier has named 
" The Modem Bayard." 

Shortly after this sad event a public meeting 
Was held in Boston Music Hall in commemoration 
of Dr. Howe's great services to the community. 
The governor of Massachusetts (Hon. Alexander 
H. Rice) presided, and testimonials were offered 
by many eminent men. 

Poems written for the occasion were contrib- 
uted by Oliver Wendell Holmes, "VS^lliam EUery 
Channing, and Rev. Charles T. Brooks. Of 
these exercises I will only say that, although my 
husband's life was well known to me, I listened 
almost with amazement to the summing up of its 
deeds of merit. It seemed almost impossible 
that so much good could be soberly said of any 
man, and yet I knew that it was all said truthfully 
and in grave earnest 

My husband's beloved pupil, Laura Bridgman» 
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was seated upon the platform, where a friend m- 
terpreted the proceedings to her in the finger lan- 
guage. The music, which was of a high order, 
was furnished by the pupils of the institution for 
the blind at South Boston. 

The occasion was one never to be forgotten. 
As I review it after an interval of many years, I 
find that the impression made upon me at the 
time does not diminish. I still wonder at the 
showing of such a solid power of work, such un- 
tiring industry, such prophetic foresight and intui- 
tion, so grand a trust in hiunan nature. These 
gifts were well-nigh put out of sight by a singu- 
larly modest estimate of self. Truly, this was a 
knight of God's own order. I cannot but doubt 
whether he left his peer on earth. 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE WOMAN SUFFRAGE MOVEMENT 

I SOMETIMES fed as if words could not express 
the comfort and instruction which have come to 
me in the later years of my life from two sources. 
One of these has been the better acquaintance 
with my own sex ; the other, the experience of the 
power resulting from associated action in behalf 
of worthy objects. 

Diuing the first two thirds of my life I looked 
to the masculine ideal of character as the only 
true one. I sought its inspiration, and referred 
my merits and demerits to its judicial verdict In 
an unexpected hour a new light came to me, show- 
ing me a world of thought and of character quite 
beyond the limits within which I had hitherto 
been content to abide. The new domain now 
made clear to me was that of true womanhood, 
— woman no longer in her ancillary relation to 
her opposite, man, but in her direct relation to 
the divine plan and purpose, as a free agent, fully 
sharing with man every human right and every 
human responsibility. This discovery was like 
the addition of a new continent to the map of the 
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world, or of a new testament to the old ordi- 
nances. 

'* Oh, had I earlier known the power, the nobil- 
ity, the intelligence which lie within the range of 
true womanhood, I had surely lived more wisely 
and to better purpose." Such were my reflec- 
tions ; yet I must think that the great Lord of all 
reserved this new revelation as the crown of a 
wonderful period of the world's emancipation and 
progress. 

It did not come to me all at once. In my at- 
tempts at philosophizing I at length reached the 
conclusion that woman must be the moral and 
spiritual equivalent of man. How, otherwise, 
could she be entrusted with the awful and inevit- 
able responsibilities of maternity? The quasi- 
adoration that true lovers fed, was it an illusion 
partly of sense, partly of imagination ? or did it 
symbolize a sacred truth ? 

While my mind was engaged with these ques- 
tions, the civil war came to an end, leaving the 
slave not only emancipated, but endowed with 
the full dignity of citizenship. The women of 
the North had greatly helped to open the door 
which admitted him to freedom and its safq^uard, 
the ballot Was this door to be shut in their 
face? 

While I followed, rather unwillin^y, this train 
of thought, an invitation was sent me to attend a 



374 REMINISCENCES 

parlor meeting to be held with the view of form- 
ing a woman's dub in Boston. I presented myself 
at this meeting, and gave a languid assent to the 
measures proposed These were to hire a parlor 
or parlors in some convenient locality, and to fur- 
nish and keep them open for the convenience of 
ladies residing in the city and its suburbs. Out 
of this small and modest b^;inning was gradually 
developed the plan of the New England Woman's 
Club, a strong and stately association destined, I 
believe, to last for many years, and leaving behind 
it, at this time of my writing; a record of three 
decades of happy and acceptable service. 

While our club life was still in its beginning; I 
was invited and induced to attend a meeting in 
behalf of woman suffrage. Indeed, I had given 
my name to the call for this meeting, relying upon 
the assurance given me by Colonel Thomas Went- 
worth Higginson, that it would be conducted in a 
very liberal and friendly spirit, without bitterness 
or extravagance. The place appointed was Hor- 
ticultural HalL The morning was inclement; 
and as I strayed into the hall in my rainy-day 
suit, nothing was further from my mind than the 
thought that I should take any part in the day's 
proceedings. 

I had hoped not to be noticed by the officers 
of the meeting, and was rather disconcerted when 
a message reached me requesting me to come up 
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and take a seat on the platform. This I did very 
reluctantly. I was now face to face with a new 
order of things. Here, indeed, were some whom 
I had long known and honored : Garrison, Wen- 
dell Phillips, Colonel Higginson, and my dear 
pastor, James Freeman Clarke. But here was 
also Lucy Stone, who had long been the object of 
one of my imaginary dislikes. As I looked into 
her sweet, womanly face and heard her earnest 
voice, I felt that the object of my distaste had 
been a mere phantom, conjured up by sOly and 
senseless misrepresentations. Here stood the true 
woman, pure, noble, great-hearted, with the light 
of her good life shining in every featiure of her 
face. Here, too, I saw the husband whose devo- 
tion so ably seconded her life-work. 

The arguments to which I now listened were 
simple, strong, and convincing. These champions, 
who had fought so long and so valiantly for the 
slave, now turned the searchlight of their intelli- 
gence upon the condition of woman, and demanded 
for the mothers of the community the civil rights 
which had recently been accorded to the negro. 
They asked for nothing more and nothing less 
than the administration of that impartial justice 
for which, if for anything, a Republican govern- 
ment should stand. 

When they requested me to speak, which they 
did presently, I could only say, " I am with you.'* 
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I have been with them ever since^ and have never 
seen any reason to go back from the pledge then 
given. Strangely, as it then seemed to m^ the 
arguments which I had stored up in my mind 
against the political enfranchisement of women 
were really so many reasons in its favor. All 
that I had felt r^;arding the sacredness and im- 
portance of the woman's part in private life now 
appeared to me equally applicable to the part 
which she should bear in public life. 

One of the comforts which I found in the new 
association was the relief which it a£Forded me 
from a sense of isolation and eccentricity. For 
years past I had felt strongly impelled to lend 
my voice to the convictions of my heart I had 
done this in a way, from time to time, always with 
the feeling that my course in so doing was held 
to call for apology and explanation by the men 
and women with whose opinions I had hitherto 
been familiar. I now found a sphere of action in 
which this mode of expression no longer appeared 
singular or eccentric, but simple, natural, and, 
under the circumstances, inevitable. 

In the little band of workers which I had 
joined, I was soon called upon to perform yeoman's 
service. I was expected to attend meetings and 
to address audiences, at first in the neighborhood 
of Boston, afterwards in many remote places^ 
Cleveland, Chicago, St. Louis. Among those 
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who led or foUowed the new movementt Inatunlly 
encountered some mdhddnals m libata vanity and 
personal ambition were conspiaKma. Bat I fomid 
mostly among my new asaodatea a great heart of 
reUgkma conviction and a genofaie spirit of adf- 
sacrifice* 

My own contribntioos to the work appeared to 
me less valnaUe than I had hoped to find them. 
I had at first everything to learn with rq;ard to 
public speaking, and Lucy Stone and Mra. liver- 
more were much more at home on the platform 
than I was. I was called upon to preaide over 
conventions^ having never learned th« ndea of 
debater I was obliged to address large andiencei^ 
having been accustomed to use my voice mdy in 
pariors. Gradually all this bettered itseH I be- 
came ^miliar with the order of proceedings^ and 
learned to modulate nqr voioe. More important 
even than these things^ I learned aomething-of 
the nmge of pqynbur synqiathies^ and of the power 
of lyprehension to be found in average a o d ienc cs L 
All of these ezperienoesb the fsihures, the effort^ 
and the final achievement were most useful to 
me. 

In years that followed I gave what I could to 
the caus^ but all that I gave waa rqiaid to me 
a thousandfold. I had dways had to do with 
women of character and intd%e&oe^ but I fiNmd 
in my new friends a rkamess of inaji^ a atreqgth 



378 REMINISCENCES 

and steadfastness of purpose^ which enabled them 
to take a position of command, in view of the 
questions of the hour. 

Among the manifold interests which now 
opened up before me, the cause of woman suf- 
frage was for a time predominant The novdty 
of the topic in the mind of the general public 
brought together large audiences in Boston and 
in the neighboring towns. Lucy Stone's fervent 
zeal, always guided by her faultless feeling of 
propriety, the earnest pleading of her husband, 
the brilliant eloquence and personal magnetism of 
Mary A. Livermore, — all these things combined 
to give to our platform a novel and sustained 
attraction. Noble men, aye, the noblest, stood 
with us in our endeavor, — some, like Senator 
Hoar and George S. Hale, to explain and illustrate 
the logical sequence which should lead to the re- 
cognition of our citizenship ; others, like Wendell 
Phillips, George William Curtis, and Heniy Ward 
Beecher, able taoverwhelm the crumbling defenses 
of the old order with the storm and flash of their 
eloquence. 

We acted, one and all, under the powerful stim- 
ulus of hope. The object which we labored to 
accomplish was so Intimate and rational, so 
directly in the line of our religious belief, of our 
political institutions, that it appeared as if we had 
only to unfold our new banner, bright with the 
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blazon of applied Christianity; and maich on to 
victoiy. The black man had received the vote 
Should the white woman be less considered than 
he? 

During the recent war the women of our ooun* 
try had been as ministering angds to our armieib 
forsaking homes of ease and luxury to bring succor 
and comfort to the campJiospital and battlefield. 
Those who tarried at home had labored incessantly 
to supply the needs of those at the front Should 
they not be counted among the citizens of the 
great RepubUc ? Moreover, we women had year 
after year woriced to build, maintain, and fill the 
churches throughout the land with a patient in* 
dustry akin to that of coral insects. Surely we 
should be invited to pass in with our brothers to 
the larger liberty now shown to be our just doe. 

We often spoke in country towns, where our 
morning meetings could be but poorly attended^ 
for the reason that the women of the place were 
busy with the preparatkm of the noonday meaL 
Our evening sessions in such places were predoos 
to school-teachers and fiictory hand& 

Ministers opened to us their churdies^ and the 
women of then- congrq;atfans worked together to 
provide for us places of refreshment and repose 
We met the real people fact to face and hand to 
hand. It was a period of awakened thoai^ of 
quickened and enfauged sympathy. 
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I recall with pleasure two campaigns which we 
made in Vermont, where the theme of woman 
suffrage was quite new to the public mind I 
started on one of these journeys with Mr. Gar- 
rison» and enjoyed with him the great beauty of 
the winter landscape in that most lovely State. 
The evergreen forests through which we passed 
were himg with icicles, which glittered like dia- 
monds in the bright winter sun. Lucy Stone, Mr. 
Blackwelly and Mrs. Livermore had preceded us^ 
and when we reached the place of destination we 
found ever}rthing in readiness for our meeting. 
At one town in Vermont some opposition to our 
coming had been manifested beforehand. We 
found> on arriving, that the chairman of our com- 
mittee of arrangements had left town suddenly 
as if imwilling to befriend us. A vulgar and silly 
ballad had been printed and circulated, in which 
we three ladies were spoken of as three old crows. 
The prospect for the evening was not encoura- 
ging. We deliberated for a moment in the ante- 
room of our halL I said, " Let me come first in 
the order of exercises, as I read from a manu- 
script, and shall not be disconcerted even if they 
throw chairs at us." As we entered some noise 
was heard from the gallery. Mr. Garrison came 
forward and asked whether we were to be given 
a hearing or not Instantly a group of small boys 
were ejected from their seats by some one 
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in authority. Mrs. Livermore now stepped to 
the front and looked the audience through and 
through. Silence prevailed, and she was heard 
as usual with repeated applause I read my paper 
without mtemiption. The honors of the evening 
belonged to us. 

I remember another journey, a nocturnal one, 
which I undertook alone, in order to join the 
friends mentioned above at a suffrage meeting 
somewhere in New England As I emerged from 
the Pullman in the cold twilight of an early win- 
ter morning, carrying a heavy bag, and feeling 
friendless and forlorn, I met Mrs. Livermore, who 
had made the journey in another car. At sight 
of her I cried, " Oh, you dear .big Livermore ! " 
Moved by this appeal, she at once took me under 
her protection, ordered a hotel porter to relieve 
me of my bag, and saw me comfortably housed 
and provided for. It was fortimate for us that 
the time of our deliverance appeared to us so 
near, as fortimate perhaps as the misinterpreta- 
tion which led the early Christians to look daily 
for the reappearing on earth of their Master. 

Among my most valued recollections are those 
of the many legislative hearings in which I have 
had the privil^e of taking part, and which cover 
period of more than twenty years. Mr. Garri- 
son, Lucy Stone, and Mr. Blackwell long con- 
tinued to be our most prominent advocates^ sup- 
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ported at times by Colonel Higginson, Wendell 
Phillips, and James Freeman Clarke. Mrs. Liver- 
more was with us whenever her numerous lec- 
ture engagements allowed her to be present 
Mrs. Cheney, Judge Sewall, and several lawyers 
of our own sex gave us valuable aid. These hear- 
ings were mostly held in the well-known Green 
Room of the Boston State House, but a gradual 
crescendo of interest sometimes led us to ask for 
the use of Representatives' Hall, which was often 
crowded with the friends and opponents of our 
cause. Among the remonstrants who spoke at 
these hearings occasionally appeared some illiter- 
ate woman, attracted by the opportunity of mak- 
ing a public appearance. I remember one of 
these who, after asking to be heard, began to read 
from an elaborate manuscript which had evidently 
been written for her. After repeatedly substitut- 
ing the word '^ communionism " for '' commu- 
nism," she abandoned the text and began to abuse 
the suffragists in language with which she was 
more familiar. When she had finished her dia- 
tribe the chairman of the legislative committee 
said to our chairman, Mr. Blackwell, ''A list of 
questions has been handed to me which the peti- 
tioners for woman suffrage are requested to an- 
swer. The first on the list is the following : — 

'' If the suffrage should be granted to women, 
would not the ignorant and degraded ones hasten 
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to crowd the polls iRdifle those of the better sort 
would stay away from them ? '' 

Mr. Garrison, risiiig^ said in reply, **Mt. Cbak^ 
man, it seems to me that the question just pto- 
pounded is answered by the present occasioa 
Here are education, character, intdUgenoe^ aab 
ing for suffrage, and here are ignorance and vul« 
garity protesting against it" This crushing sen- 
tence was uttered by Mr. Garrison in a tone of 
such bland simplicity that it did not even appear 
unkind. 

On a later occasion a lady of ezodlent char- 
acter and position appeared among the remon- 
strants, and when asked iiAether she rqxresented 
any association replied rather hauj^tily, ^I think 
that I represent the educated women of Massar 
chusetts,** a goodly number of whom were pre> 
sent in behalf of the petition. 

The remonstrants had hearings of their owp, at 
one of which I happened to be present. On this 
occasion one of their number, after depicthig at 
some length the moral turpitude wbidk she con- 
sidered her sex likely to evince under political 
promise concluded by saying : ^ No woman should 
be allowed the right of suffrage until #1^7 woman 
shall be perfectly wise^ perfectly pore^ and per- 
fectly good." 

This dictum, pronounced in' a most authoritSr 
tive manner, at once broiq^ to my mind the 
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homdy proverb, " What is sauce for the goose is 
sauce for the gander ; " and I could not help ask- 
ing permission to suggest a single question, upon 
which a prominent Boston lawyer instantly re- 
plied : *' No, Mrs. Howe, you may not [speak]. We 
wish to use all our time." The chairman of the 
committee here interposed, saying : ^* Mr. Blanks 
it does not belong to you to say who shall or shall 
not be heard here." He advised me at the same 
time to reserve my question until the remonstrants 
should have been fully heard. As no time then 
remained for my question, I will ask it now : " Up 
as is just, we should apply the test proposed by 
Mrs. W. to the men of the community, how long 
would it be before they could properly daim the 
privilege of the franchise ? " 

Du resUf the gentleman in question, with whom 
my relations have always been entirely friendly, 
explained himself to me at the close of the hear- 
ing by saying : *' I treated you as I would have 
treated a man under similar circumstances." 

I now considered my occupations as fully equal 
to the capacity of my time and strength. My 
family, my studies, and my club demanded much 
attention. My elder children were now grown up^ 
and some social functions were involved in this 
fact, such as chaperonage, the giving of parties^ 
and much entertainment of collie and school 
friendsL 
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Nevertheless^ a new daimant for my services 
was about to come upon the scene. In the early 
summer of the year i868» the Sonws of New 
York issued a call for a c on gie ss of women to be 
held in that dty in the autumn of the same year. 
Many names» somfe known, others unknown to 
me» were appended to the document first sent 
forth in this intentioa My own was asked fion 
Should I pvt or withhold it ? Among the signa- 
tures already obtained, I saw that of Muia 
Mitchdlt and this determined me to gtee nqrown. 

Who was Maria Mttchdl? A woman from 
Nantucket, and of Quaker origin, vdio had been 
brought to public notke by her discoveiyof a new 
comet, a service which the Kh^ of Denmark had 
offered to reward with a gold medaL This prin 
was secured for her through the interventkm of 
Hoa Edward Eve re tt She had also been tq^ 
pointed Professor of Astronomy at Vassar Cot 
l^^e. 

What was Maria Mitchell? A gifted, nobler 
lovaUe woman, devoted to sdeno^ bat heart- 
\0y2l to every social and personal <iuty. I seemed 
to know this of her when I knew her but sUghtly. 

At the time appointed, the congress assembled^ 
and proved to be an occasfcMi of orach interest 
Mrs. livermor^ Mrs. Stantoii» Ux§. Isabdia 
Beecher Hooker, Lacy Stones Mim CSbarkMe BL 
WObour were prominent among the sp ea ke ri 
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heard at its sessions. I viewed its proceedings 
a little critically at first, its plan appearing to me 
rather vast and vague. But it had called out 
the sympathy of many earnest women, and the 
outline of an association presented was a good 
one, although the machinery for filling it up was 
deficient Mrs. Livermore was elected president, 
Mrs. Wilbour chairman of executive committer 
and I was glad to serve on a sub-committe^ 
charged with the duty of selecting topics and 
speakers for the proposed annual congress. 

Mrs. Livermore's presidency lasted but two 
years, her extraordinary success as a lecturer 
making it impossible for her to give to the new 
undertaking the attention which it required MrsL 
Wilboiu* would no doubt have proved an efficient 
aid to her chief, but at this juncture a change of 
residence became desirable for her, and she de- 
cided to reside abroad for some years. Mist 
Alice Fletcher, now so honorably known as the 
friend and champion of our Indian tribes, was a 
most efficient secretary. 

The governing board was further composed of 
a vice president and director from each of the 
States represented by membership in the associac 
tion. The name had been decided upon from the 
start. It was the Association for the Advance 
ment of Women, and its motto was: "Truth, 
Justice, and Honor." 
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Maria Mitchell succeeded Mra. l iv ermoie in 
the office of president I think that the congress 
held in Philadelphia in the Centennial year was 
the occasion of her first presiding; Her custom- 
ary manner had in it a little of the Quaker shy* 
nes8» but when she q>peared upon the platform 
the power of commandf or rather of control^ ^p* 
peared in all that she said or did. In figure she 
was erect and above middle height Her dress 
was a rich black silk» made after a jdain but be- 
coming fashion. The contrast between her silver 
curls and black eyes was striking: Her voice wis 
hannoniou8» her manner at once gracious and de* 
dded. The question of commendng p ro ce e ding s 
with prayer having been raised, Bfiss Bffitchdl hi» 
vited those present to unite in a silent pnytatp a 
form of worship common among the Friends. 

The impression made by our meetings was sodi 
that we soon began to receive letters from distant 
parts of the country, inviting us to journey hither 
and thither, and to hdd our congresses east» west; 
north, and south. Our yearns work was arranged 
by committees, which had reference severally to 
science;^ art, education, industrial tndnin|^ reforms; 
and statistics. 

Our association certainly seemed to have an- 
swerea an ezisung neeo. Jueaumg woinen xroin 
many States joined u% and we distributed our 
congresses as widely as the limits of our poraet 
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would allow. Journeys to Utah and California 
were beyond the means of most of our workers^ 
and we regretfully declined invitations received 
from friends in these States. In our earlier years 
our movements were mainly west and east We 
soon f dtf however, that we must make acquaint- 
ance with our Southern sisters. In the &ce of 
some discouragement, we arranged to hold a con- 
gress in Baltimore, and had every reason to be sat- 
isfied with its result Kentucky followed on our 
list of Southern States, and the progressive women 
of Louisville accorded us a warm welcome and a 
three days' hearing in one of the finest churches 
of the city. To Tennessee east and west, we 
gave two visits, both of which were amply justi- 
fied by the cordial reception given us. In pro* 
cess of time Atlanta and New Orleans claimed 
our presence. 

Among the many mmd-pictures left by our 
congresses, let me here outline one. 

The place is the court-house of MemjAiis, 
Tena, which has been temporarily ceded for our 
Vise. The time is that of one of our public ses- 
sions, and the laige audience is waiting in silent 
expectancy, when the entrance of a quaint figure 
attracts all eyes to the platform. It is that of a 
woman of middle height and past middle ag^ 
dressed in plain black, her nearly white hair cut 
short, and surmounted by a sort of student's cap 
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of her own devising. Her appearance at first bor- 
ders on the grotesque, but is presently seen to be 
nearer the august She turns her pleasant face 
toward the audience, takes off her cap, and unrolls 
the manuscript from which she proposes to read 
Her eyes beam with intelligence and kindly feel- 
ing. The spectators applaud her before she has 
opened her lips. Her aspect has taken them cap- 
tive at once. 

Her essay, on some educational theme, is terse, 
direct, and full of good thought. It is heard with 
close attention and with manifest approbation, 
and whenever, in the proceedings that follow, she 
rises to say her word, she is always greeted with 
a murmur of applause. This lady is Miss Mary 
Ripley, a public school teacher of Buffalo city, 
wise in the instruction of the young and in the 
enlightenment of elders. We all rejoice in her 
success, which is eminently that of character and 
intellect 

I fed myself drawn on to offer another picture^ 
not of oiur congress, but of a scene which grew 
out of it 

The ladies of our association have been invited 
to visit a school for yoimg girls, of which Miss 
Conway, one of our members, is the principal 
After witnessing some interesting exercises, we 
assemble in the large hall, where a novd enter- 
tainment has been provuled for us. A band of 
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twelve young ladies appear upon the platfonn. 
They wear the colors of " Old Gloiy," but after a 
new fashion, four of them being arrayed from 
head to foot in red, four in blue, and four in 
white. While the John Brown tune is heard 
from the piano, they proceed to act in graceful 
dumb show the stanzas of my Battle Hymn. 
How they did it I cannot tell, but it was a most 
lovely performance. 

In the year 1898, for the first time since its 
first meeting, our association issued no call for a 
congress of womea The reasons for our failm^e 
to do so may be briefly stated. Some of our 
most efficient members had been removed by 
death, some by unavoidable circumstances. But 
more than this, the demands made upon the time 
and strength of women by the women's clubs» 
which are now numerous and universal, had come 
to occupy the attention of many who in other 
times had leisure to interest themselves in our 
work. The biennial conventions of the general 
federation of women's dubs no doubt appear to 
many to fill the place which we have honorably 
held, and may in some degree answer the ends 
which we have alwa3rs had in view. Yet a number 
of us still hold together, united in heart and in 
hand. Although we have sadly missed our de- 
parted friends, I have never felt that the interest 
or value of our meetings suffered any 
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The spirit of those dear ones has seemed, on the 
contrary, to abide among, us, holding us pledged 
to undertake the greater e£Fort made necessary by 
their absence. We still coimt among our mem- 
bers many who keep the inspiration imder which 
we first took the field. We fed, moreover, that 
oiur happy experience of many years has brought 
us lessons too precious to hide or to n^lect 

The coming together either of men or of 
women from regions widely separate from each 
other naturally gives occasion for comparison. 
So far as I have known, the comparisons elicited 
by oiur meetings have more and more tended to 
resolve imagined discords into prevailing harmony. 
The sympathy of feeling aroused by our unity of 
object has always risen above the distinctions 
of section and belonging. Honest diflferences of 
opinion, honestly and temperately expressed, tend 
rather to develop good feeling than to disturb it 
I am glad to be able to say that sectional preju- 
dice has appeared very little, if at all, in the long 
course of our congresses, and that self-glorifica- 
tion, whether of State or individual, has never had 
any place with us, while the great instruction of 
meeting with earnest and thoughtful workers 
from every part of our coimtr/s vast domain 
has been greatly appreciated by us and by those 
who, in various places, have met with us. 

We have presented at om: meetings reports on 
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a variety of important topics. Our congress oC 
three days usually concluding on Saturday, such 
of our speakers as are accustomed to the pulpit 
have often been invited to hold forth in one or 
more of the churches. In Knpxville, Tenn., for 
example, I was cordially bidden to lift up my voice 
in an orthodox Presbyterian church, Mrs. Ednah 
D. Cheney spoke before the Unitarian society. 
Rev. Antoinette Brown Blackwell preached to yet 
another congregation, and Mrs. Henrietta L. T. 
Wolcott improved the Sunday by a very interest* 
ing talk on waifs, of which class of unfortunates 
she has had much official and personal knowledge. 

An extended account of our many meetings 
would be out of place in this volume, but some 
points in connection with them may be of inter- 
est It often happened that we visited cities in 
which no associations of women, other than the 
church and temperance societies, existed. After 
our departure, women's dubs almost invariably 
came into being. 

Our eastern congresses have been held in Port- 
land, Providence, Springfield, and Boston. In the 
Empire State, we have visited Buffalo^ S3nnacus^ 
and New York. Denver and Colorado Springs 
have been our limit in the west Northward, we 
have met in Toronto and at St Joha In the 
south, as already said, our pilgrimages have 
reached Atlanta and New Orleans 
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We have sometimes been requested to mxpfii^ 
ment our amiual congFess by an aridftional day's 
session at some place easQy reached from the 
dty in which the main meeting had been ap* 
pointed to be held Of these siqqplementaiy con- 
gresses I will mention a very pleasant one at St 
P^id, Mina, and a veiy usefol one held fay some 
of our number in Salt Lake City. 

At the congress held in Boston in the autumn 
of 1879^ I was elected {Mvsident, my predecessor 
in the office^ Mr& Daggett, declining further 
service. 

As the years have gone on. Death has done his 
usual work upon our number. I have already 
spoken of our second president, Blaria Mitchdj 
who continued, after her term of oflSc^ to send us 
vduable statements rq;arding the scientific wofk 
of women. Mrs. Kate NeweD Daggett, our third 
president, had Icmg been recognized as a leader 
of social and intellectual progress in her adopted 
dty of Chicaga The reccml in our cskndar is 
that of an earnest wcuflcer, wdl fitted to oonmeod 
the woman's cause by her attractive presence and 
cultivated mind 

Bliss Abfay W. Bfay was a tower of strength to 
our assodatkm. She excelled hi judgment, and 
in the sense of measure and of fitnessL Her sober 
taste in dreu did not always co m me n d her to cor 
assemblage^ c ompo se d laigdy of womei^ but the 
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plainness of her garb was redeemed by the beauty 
of her classic head and by the charm of her voice 
and manner. She was grave in demeanor, but 
with an undertone of genuine humor which 
showed her to be truly human. She was the 
worthy cousin of Rev. Samuel Joseph May, and 
is remembered by me as the crown of a faxxuSy of 
more than common distinction. 

The progress of the woman question naturally 
developed a fresh interest in the industrial capar 
city of the sex. Experts in these matters know 
that the work of woman enters into almost every 
department of service and of manufacture. In 
order to make this more evident, it seemed ad- 
visable to ask that a separate place might be 
assigned at some of the great industrial fairs, for 
the special showing of the inventions and handi- 
craft of women. Such a space was conceded to 
us at one of the important fairs held in Boston in 
1882, and I was invited to become president of 
this, the first recognized Woman's Department 
In this work I received valuable aid from Mrs. 
Henrietta L. T. Wolcott, who^ in the capacity of 
treasurer, was able to exercise a constant super- 
vision over the articles consigned to our care. 

On the opening day of the fair General Butler, 
who was then governor of Massachusetts, pre- 
sided In introducing me, he said, in a playfully 
apologetic manner, ''Mrs. Howe may say some 
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things which we might not wish to hear, but it is 
my office to present her to this audience." He 
probably thought that I was about to speak of 
woman su£Prage. My address, however, did not 
touch upon that topic, but upon the present new 
departure, its value and interest General But- 
ler, indeed, sometimes claimed to be a friend ol 
woman suffrage, but one of our number said of 
him in homely phrase : ** He only wants to have 
his dish right side up when it rains.'' 

The most noticeable points in our exhibit were, 
first, the number of useful articles invented by 
women ; secondly, a very creditable exhibition of 
scientific work, largely contributed by the lady 
students and graduates ol the Massachusetts In- 
stitute of Technology ; lastly, a collection of books 
composed by women, among which were some 
volumes of quite ancient date. 

I suppose that my connection with this under- 
taking led to my receiving and accepting an in- 
vitation to assume the presidency of a woman's 
department in a great World's Fair to be held in 
New Orleans in the late autiunn and winter of 
1883-84. Coupled with this invitation was the 
promise of a sum of money amply sufBdent to 
defray all the expenses involved in the manage- 
ment of so extensive a work. My daughter Maud 
was also engaged to take charge of an alcove es- 
pecially devoted to the literary work oi womea 
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We arrived in New Orleans in November, and 
found our afiFairs at a standstilL Our "chief of 
exposition," as she was called, Mrs. Qoudman, 
had measured and marked off the spaces requisite 
for the exhibits oi the several States^ but no tim* 
ber was forthcoming with which to erect the ne- 
cessary stands, partitions, etc On inquiry, I was 
told that the funds obtained in support of the 
enterprise had proved insufficient, and that some 
expected contributions had failed. There was 
naturally some censure of the maimer in vAdch 
the resources actually at hand had been emplojred, 
and some complaining of citizens of New Orleans 
who had been expected to contribute thousands 
of dollars to the exposition, and who had sub- 
scribed only a few hundreds. 

I proceeded at once to organize a board of di- 
rection for the department, composed of the lady 
commissioners in charge of exhibits from their 
several States. One or two of these ladies ob- 
jected to the separate showing of woman's work, 
and were allowed to place their goods in the gen- 
eral exhibit of their States. I had friendly rela- 
tions with these ladies, but they were not under 
my jurisdiction. Our embarrassing deadlock 
lasted for some time, but at length a benevolent 
lumber dealer endowed us with three thousand 
feet of pine boards. The management furnished 
no workman for us, but the commanders of two 
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United States warships in the harbor lent us the 
services of their ship-carpenters, and in process 
of time the long gallery set apart for our use was 
partitioned off in pretty alcoves, draped with 
bright colors, and filled with eveiy variety of 
handiwork. 

I was fond of showing, among other novelties, a 
heavy iron chain, forged by a woman-blacksmith, 
and a set of fine jewelry, entirely made by women. 
The exposition was a very valuable one, and did 
not fail to attract a large concoiu-se of people from 
all parts of the country. In the great multitude 
of things to be seen, and in the crowded attend- 
ance, visitors were easily confused, and often failed 
to find matters which might most interest thencL 

In order to improve the opportunity offered, I 
bethought me of a series of short talks on the 
different exhibits, to be given either by the com- 
missioners in charge of them, or by experts whose 
services could be secured. These twelve o'clock 
talks, as they were called, became very popular, 
and were continued during the greater part of the 
season. 

In the same gallery with ourselves was the ex- 
hibit made by the colored people of New Orieans. 
Of this I remember best a pathetic little art gallery, 
in which was conspicuous a portrait of Governor 
Andrew. I proposed one day to the directors of 
this exhibit that they should hold a meeting in 
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their compartment, and that I should speak to 
them of their great friends at the North, whom I 
had known familiarly, and whose faces they had 
never seen. Th^ responded joyftdly to my offer ; 
and on a certain day assembled in their alcovi^ 
which they had decorated with flowery, surround- 
ing a portrait of Abraham Lincoln. A choir of 
melodious voices sang my Battle Hymn, and all 
listened while I spoke of Garrison, Sumner, An- 
drew, Phillips, and Dr. Howe. A New Orleans 
lady who was present, Mrs. Merritt, also made a 
brief address, bidding the colored people remem- 
ber that ''they had good friends at the South 
also," which I was glad to hear and believe. 

The fimds placed at our disposal falling far 
short of what had been promised us at the outset, 
we found ourselves under the necessity of raising 
money to defray our necessary expenses, among 
which was that of a special police, to prevent pfl- 
fering. To this end, a series of entertainments 
was devised, beginning with a lecture of my own, 
which netted over six hundred dollars. 

Several other lectures were given, and Colonel 
Mapleson allowed some of his foremost artists to 
give a concert for the benefit of our department, by 
which something over a thousand dollars was real- 
ized. We should still have su£fered much embar- 
rassment had not Senator Hoar managed to secure 
from Congress an appropriation of ten thousand 
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dollars, from which our debts were finally paid in 
full 

The collection over which my daughter pre- 
sided, of books ¥rritten by women, scientific draw- 
ings, magazines, and so on, attracted many yisitors. 
Her colleague in this charge was Mrs. Eveline M. 
Ordway. Through their efforts, the authors of 
these works permitted the presentation of them 
to the Ladies' Art Association of New Orleans. 
This gift was much appreciated. 

My management of the woman's department 
brought upon me some vulgar abuse from local 
papers, which was more than compensated for by 
the great kindness which I received from leading 
individuals in the society of the place. At the 
exposition I made acquaintance with many de- 
lightful people, among whom I will mention Cap- 
tain Pym, who claimed to be the oldest Arctic 
voyager living. President Johnston of Tulane 
University, and Mrs. Townsend, a poet of no 
mean merit, who had had the honor of being 
chosen as the laiureate of the opening exposition. 

When my duties as president were at an end^ 
I parted from my late associates with sincere r^ 
gret, and turned my face northward, with gratefiil 
affection for the friends left behind me. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

CERTAIN CLUBS 

At a tea-party which took place quite early in 
my club career, Dn Holmes expatiated at some 
length upon his own unfitness for dub association 
of any kind. He then turned to me and saidf 
** Mrs. Howe, I consider you eminently clubable** 
The hostess of the occasion was Mrs. Josiah 
Quincy, Jr., a lady of much mark in her day, 
interested in all matters of public importance and 
much given to hospitality. 

I shall make the doctor's remark the text for a 
chapter giving some accoimt of various clubs in 
which I have had membership and office. 

The first of these was formed in the early days 
of my residence in Boston. It was purely social 
in design, and I mention it here only because it 
possessed one feature which I have never seen 
repeated. It consisted of ten or more young 
women, mostly married, and all well acquainted 
with one another. Our meetings took place fort- 
nightly, and on the following plan. Each of us 
was allowed to invite one or two gentlemen 
friends. The noble pursuit of crochet was then 
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in great favor, aod the ladies agreed to meet at 
eight o'clock, to work upon a crochet quilt which 
was to be made in strips and afterwards joined. 
At nine o'clock the gentlemen were admitted. 
Prior invitations had been given simply in the 
name of the club, and their names were not dis- 
closed until they made their appearance. The 
element of comic mystery thus introduced gave 
some piquancy to our informal gathering. Some 
light refreshments were then served, and the 
company separated in great good humor. This 
little club was much enjoyed, but it lasted only 
through one season, and the crochet quilt never 
even approached completion. 

My next club experience was much later in date 
and in quite another locality. The summers which 
I passed in my lovely Newport valley brought me 
many pleasant acquaintances. Though at a con- 
siderable distance from the town oi Newport, I 
managed to keep up a friendly intercourse with 
those who took the trouble to seek me out in my 
retirement. 

The historian Bancroft and his wife were at 
this time prominent figures in Newport society. 
Their hospitality was proverbial, and at their en^ 
tertainments one was sure to meet the notabilities 
who from time to time visited the now reviving 
town. 

Mrs. Ritchie, only daughter of Harrison Gray 



402 REMINISCENCES 

Otisy of Boston, resided on Bellevue Avenue, as 
did Albert Sumner, a younger brother of the 
senator, a handsome and genial man, much la- 
mented when, with his wife and only child, he 
perished by shipwreck in 1858. Colonel Higgin- 
son and his brilliant wife, a sad su£Ferer from 
chronic rheumatism, had taken up their abode at 
Mrs. Dame's Quaker boarding-house. The elder 
Henry James also came to reside in Newport, 
attracted thither by the presence of his friendsi 
Edmund and Mary Tweedy. 

These notices of Newport are intended to intro- 
duce the mention of a club which has earned for 
itself some reputation and which stiU exists. Its 
foundation dates back to a summer which brought 
Bret Harte and Dr. J. G. Holland to Newport, 
and with them Professors Lane and Goodwin of 
Harvard University. My dub-loving mind found 
sure material for many pleasant meetings, and a 
little band of us combined to improve the beau- 
tiful simimer season by picnics, sailing parties, 
and household soir^s, in all of which these bril-> 
liant literary lights took part Helen Hunt and 
Kate Field were often of our company, and 
Colonel Higginson was always with us. Our 
usual place of meeting was the house of a hos- 
pitable friend who resided on the Point Both 
house and friend have to do with the phrase ** a 
bully piaz," which has erroneously been supposed 
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to be of my inventioot biit wkach orfgrnited in 
the foUowing maimer : Cokmd H^ggmson had r^ 
hted to us that at a boaidmgJioiiae iriiidi he had 
recently visited, he f oand two cliildrai of a Bot- 
toQ fiunily of high degree amnamg themadves on 
the Imnd piazza. The litde boy preaentijr aaid 
to the little gill : — 
''I say, si% is n't this a bully piax ? ** 
My friend on the Point had heard thn^ and 
when she introdnced me to die veranda iriiidi 
she had added to her hoos^ she asked me^ kngli- 
ing^ ''whether I did not consider this a bully 
piaz.'* The phrase was immediate^ adopted in 
our confraternity, and our friend was made to 
iBgure in a dub ditty beginning tiius : — 

« Tbera was a Bids vomaa wkli a biQy pin^ 
Whidi the loved for to ahofVt for to dbov.* 

lliis same house contained a room which the 
owner set apart for dramatic and other perfom- 
ances^ and her^ with much mock stat^ we once 
held a ''commencement," tiie Latin p iogr amm e 
of which was carefully p rep ar ed fay Prnfessor 
Lane of Harvard Univerdty. I acted as pierf- 
dent of the occasknv Colonel Htggfaisoii as nj 
aid; and we both mardied up die aisle in Qidbtd 
caps and gowns, and took our places on die plat* 
form. I opened die piooeedings fay an addieaa in 
Latin, Gredc and Eiq^ ; and when I turned to 
Colond Higgfaisoo» and called Un^ ^ FOie nMum 
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dilectissime," he wickedly replied with three bows 
of such comic gravity that I almost gave way 
to wibecoming laughter. Not long before this 
he had published his paper on the Greek god- 
desses. I therefore assigned as his theme the 
problem, ** How to sacrifice an Irish bull to a 
Greek goddess." Colonel Waring, the well- 
known engineer, being at that time in charge of a 
valuable farm in the neighborhood, was invited to 
discuss ^^ Social small potatoes; how to enlarge 
the eyes." An essay on rhinosophy was given 
by Fanny Fern, the which I, chaDc in hand, illus- 
trated on the blackboard by the following equa' 
tion : — 

" Nose + nose + nose »proboeds 
Nose — nose — nose >» snub.** 

A dass was called upon for recitations from 
Mother Goose in seven different languages. At 
the head of this Professor Goodwin, then and 
now of Harvard, honored us with a Greek version 
of " The Man in the Moon." A recent Harvard 
graduate recited the following : — 

"Hen! iter didnlnm, 

Felis cum fidnlnm, 
Vacca transUoit lanam« 

Canicolus ridet 

Quum talem yidet, 
Et dish ambalavit com spoonam.'' 

The question being asked whether this last line 
was in strict accordance with grammari the 



CERTAIN CLUBS 4Df 

acholar gave the folloiriog nde : * The ooodidons 
of grammar shoold ahvigft ghre wwy to the ei^ 
gencies of rhyme:'* 

A sappoaed graduate of the departmeot of law 
coming forward to receive her degrecy waa thus 
addressed : ^ Come hither, mf dear littk hmb^ I 
wdcome yoa to a long career at the Aao,*' 

As I record these eitrBvaganoea, I seem to hear 
faint re v erber a tions of the lapj^iter of aonie wbo 
are no longer in lif e^ and of odiers iriio will never 
again meet in snch Ughtness of heart 

This brilliant conjmictioii of stars waa now no 
more in Newport, and the ddidoos fooling of that 
unique summer was never repeated Out of ifc 
came, however, the more serkxis and permanent 
association known aa the Town and Countiy Chib 
of Newport Of this I was at once dedaied 
president, but my great good fortune lay in niy 
having for vicepiesident Pi o fe s s or Wffliam BL 
Rogers, illustrious as the founder of the Ifassa 
chusetts Institute of Technology. 

The rapid cnscmio of the fast woild wUdi 
surrounded us at this time made sober people a 
little anxious lest the Newport seasoa should 
entirely evaporate into the shalhnr pmsok of 
amusement This rampant gayety offered little 
or nothing to the more thougfitfiil members of 
society, — those iHio love to combine imsoiiaMe 
intercourse with work and stQd[y. 
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I felt the need of upholding the higher social 
idealsy and of not leaving true culture unrepre- 
sented, even in a summer watering-place. Pro- 
fessor Rogers entered very fully into these views. 
With his help a simple plan of organization was 
effected, and a small governing board was ap- 
pointed Colonel Higginson became our trea- 
surer. Miss Juliet R. Groodwin, granddaughter cl 
Hon. Asher Robbins, was our secretary. Samuel 
Powelt formerly of Philadelphia, a man much in 
love with natiural science, was one of our most 
valued members. Our membership was limited 
to fifty. Our club fee was two dollars. Our 
meetings took place once in ten days. At each 
meeting a lecture was given on some topic of his- 
tory, science, or general literatiu'e. Tea and con- 
versation followed, and the party usually broke 
up after a session of two hoiurs. Colonel Higgin- 
son once deigned to say that this club made it 
possible to be sensible even at Newport and dur- 
ing the siumner. The names of a few persons 
show what we aimed at, and how far we suc^ 
ceeded. We had scientific lectures from Professor 
Rogers, Professor Alexander Agassiz, Dr. Weir 
Mitchell, and others. Maria Mitchell, professor 
of astronomy at Vassar CoU^e^ gave us a lecture 
on Saturn. Miss Kate Hillard spoke to us sev- 
eral times. Professor Thomas Davidson unfolded 
for us the philosophy of Aristotle. Rev. George 



CERTAIN CLUBS 407 

E. EDis gave us a lecture <m fhe Indiuis of 
Rhode Island, and another on Biffaop Berkdqr* 
Professor Bailejf of Ptovidence qpoke on inaectiv* 
oroDs plantSi and on one occaaifwi ne enjoyed in 
his company a dub picnic at Fuadise^ after which 
the wild flowers in that fimnedistft vicinity were 
gathered and erphincd, Cdond Hjgginson min- 
istered to oor instmction and entertainmenti and 
once mibent so fiur as to act with me and some 
others in a set of charades. The historian Georgie 
Bancroft was one of oor number, as was also Ifiaa 
Anna Ticknor, f oonder of the Sodety for the En- 
couragement of Studies at Home. wAjnong the 
worthies whcnn we honor in remembrance I must 
not omit to* mention Rev. Chailea T. Brooks^ the 
bdoved pastor of the Unitarian diurdL Mr. 
Brooks was a scholar of no mean pretenskms^ 
and a man of most ddightful presence. He had 
come to Newport immediate^ after graduating at 
Harvard Divinity School, and here he remained, 
faithfully at work, until the dose of his pastond 
labors, a period of forty yeaim. He was remark- 
ably youthful in aspect, md retained to the last 
the Uoom and bright smile of his bojiiood. Hia 
sermons were full of thought and of human inter- 
est; but while bestowing much care upon theo^ 
he found tune to give to the world a metrical 
translation of Goethe's ''Fanst'* and an Em^ 
version of the "< Titan " of Jean Bra! Riditcr. 
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Professor Davidson's lecture on Aristotle 
touched so deeply the chords of thought as to 
impel some of us to piu^ue the topic further. 
Dear Charles Brooks mvited an adjourned meet- 
ing of the club to be held in his library. At this 
several learned men were present Professor 
Boyesen spoke to us of the study of Aristotle in 
Germany; Professor Botta of its treatment in 
the universities of Italy. The laity asked many 
questions^ and the fine library of our host afforded 
the books of reference needed for their enlighten- 
ment. 

The club proceedings here enumerated cover 
a period of more than thirty years. The world 
around us meanwhile had reached the height cl 
fashionable success. An entertaimnent, magnifi- 
cent for those days, was given, which was said to 
have cost ten thousand dollars. Samuel Powd 
prophesied that a collapse must follow such ex- 
travagance. A change certainly did follow. The 
old, friendly Newport gradually disappeared. The 
place was given over to the splendid festivities of 
fashion, which is "nothing if not fashionable,'* 
Under this influence it still abides. The four-in- 
hand is its climax. Dances can be enjoyed only 
by those who can begin them at eleven o'clock at 
night, and end in the small hours of the morning. 
If one attends a party, one sees the hall as full of 
lackeys as would be displayed at a London enter- 
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taimnent in hig^ life. Thqr 9xt Eas^Bsh hday^^ 
too^ and thdr masters and mistresses a£Fect as 
mudi of the Anglican mode of doing things as 
Americans can fairly master. The place has all 
its old beauty with many modem improvements 
oif convenience; but its esquisite social atmo- 
sphere^ half rustic, half cosmopolitan, and wbdij 
free^ is f omid no longer. The qniet visitofs ci 
moderate fortunes find thefa- tastes better suited 
across the bay, at Jamestown and Narragansett 
Pier. Thus ^cic generations of the transients 
have come and gone since the time of my eailjr 
memoriesL 



CHAPTER XIX 

ANOTHER EUROPEAN TRIP 

In 1877 1 went abroad with my daogfater Maud, 
now Mrs. Elliott, and with her revisited England, 
France, and Italy. In London we had the plea- 
sure of being entertained by Lord Houghton, 
whom I had known, thirty or more years earlier, 
as a bachelor. He was now the father of two 
attractive daughters, and of a son who later su6> 
ceeded to his title. At a breakfast at his house 
I met Mr. Waddington, who was at that time 
very prominent in French politics. At one of 
Lord Houghton's receptions I witnessed the en- 
trance of a rather awkward man, and was told 
that this was Mr. Irving, whose performance of 
Hamlet was then much talked of. Here I met 
the widow of Barry Cornwall, who was also the 
mother of the lamented Adelaide Procter. 

An evening at Devonshire House and a ball 
at Mr. Goschen's were among our gayeties. At 
the former place I saw Mr. Gladstone for the 
first time, and met Lord Rosebery, whom I had 
known in America. I had met Mrs. Schliemann 
and had received from her an invitation to attend 
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a meeting (I think) of the Royal Geognqihical 
Sodtty, at which she was to make an addresSb 
Her theme was a plea in &vor of the modem 
pronmidation of GredL It was much apfdaodedy 
and the discussion of the views presented bj her 
was opened by llr. Gladstone himsdf. 

Lord Houghton one day asked whether I should 
like to go to breakfast with Mr. and Ifrs. dad- 
stone One reply only to such a questkm was 
possible^ and on the morning appomted we drove 
together to the Gladstone mansion. We were a 
little early, for Mrs. Gladstone complained that 
the flowers ordered from her countiy seat had but 
just arrived. A daughter of the house proceeded 
to arrange them. Breakfast was served at two 
round tables, exactly alike. 

I was glad to find mysdf seated between tho 
great man and the Greek ministert John Genna* 
dius. The talk ran a good deal upon Hdlenfcsb 
and I spoke of the influence of the GredL in the 
formation of the Italian language^ to which Mr. 
Gladstone did not agree. I know that scholan 
differ on this point, but I still retain the opinkm 
which I then expressed. I ventur ed a timid re- 
mark regarding the great number of Gredc deriv- 
atives used in our common English qieedt Ifn 
Gladstone said very abruptly, ''How? What? 
English words derived firom GredL? " and abnosk 
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He was said to be habitually disputatious, and I 
thought that this must certainly be the case; 
for he surely knew better than most people how 
largely and familiarly we incorporate the words 
of PlatOy Aristotle, and Xenophon in our every- 
day talk. 

Lord Houghton also took me one evening to 
a reception at the house of Mr. Falgrave. At a 
dinner given in our honor at Greenwich, I was 
escorted to the table by Mr. Mallock, author of 
''The New Republic." I remember him as a 
young man of medium height and dark com- 
plexion. Of his conversation I can recall only his 
praise of the Church of Rome. VHlliam Black, 
the well-known romancer, took tea with me at 
my lodgings one afternoon. Here I also received 
Mr. Green, author of ''A Short History of the 
English People," and Mr. Knowles, editor of the 
" Nineteenth Century." 

Mrs. Delia Stuart Pamell, whom I had known 
in America, had given me a letter of introduction 
to her son Charles, who was already conspicuous 
as an advocate of Home Rule for Ireland. He 
called upon me and appointed a day when I should 
go with him to the House of Commons. He 
came for me in his brougham, and saw me safely 
deposited in the ladies' gallery. He was then at 
the outset of his stormy career, and his younger 
sister told me that he had in Parliament but one 
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sapporter of his view% ^a man nmei l^ggan** 
He certainly had admirers dsewfaera^ for I re- 
member havmg met a disciple of hi% CyComiar 
hy name^ at a ^rout" given bj Mbi. Justin Mc- 
Carthy. I asked dds Isdy if her husband agreed 
with BCr. RundL She rqilied with wazmth» " Of 
coarse; we are all Home Rulers here." 

We passed some wedn in Buis» wliere I found 
many new objects of interest I here made ac- 
quaintance with M. Chailes Lemonniert who for 
many years edited a radical pBpor named ^Les 
Etats Unis d'Europe." He was the husband of 
Elise Lemonnier, the founder of a set of industrial 
schools for women which bore her name^ in grate- 
f ul memory of this great service 

I had met M. Desmonlins at a Peace CongresB 
in America, and was inddsted to him for the plea- 
sure of an evening visit to ^^ctor Hqgo st his 
own readence. In ''The History of a Crimea'' 
which was then just published. It Hugo men- 
tions IL Desmoulins as one irbo suffered, as he 
did, from theeoif^ d^AaiiMch made Louis Napo- 
leon emperor* 

A congress of gms dt kUm was announced in 
those days, and I l eoe iv ed a card for the open- 
ing meetings idiich was held in the kigie Chitdct 
Theatre Victor Hqgo presided^ and read from a 
manuscript an address of some length, in a deart 
firm voice The Russian novdist^ Tomfenieft 
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was also one of the speakers. He was then some- 
what less than sixty years of age. Victor Hugo 
was at least fifteen years older, but, though his 
hair was silver white, the fire of his dark eyes was 
undimmed 

I sought to obtain entrance to the subsequent 
sittings of this congress, but was told that no 
ladies could be admitted I became acquainted 
at this time with Frederic Passy, the well-known 
writer on political economy. Through his kind- 
ness I was enabled to attend a meeting of the 
French Academy, and to see the Immortals in 
their armchairs, and in their costiune, a sort of 
quaint long coat, faced with the traditional palms 
stamped or embroidered on green satin. 

The entertainment was a varied one. The 
principal discourse eulogized several deceased 
members of the august body, and among them 
the young artist, Henri R^^ult, whose death 
was much deplored. This was followed by an 
essay on Raphael's pictures of the Fomarina, and 
by another on the social status of the early Chris- 
tians, in which it was maintained that wealth had 
been by no means a contraband among them, and 
that the holding of goods in common had been 
but a temporary feature of the new discipline. 
The exercises concluded with the performance by 
chorus and orchestra of a musical composition, 
which had for its theme the familiar Bible story 
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of " Rebecca at the WelL" A noticeable French 
feature of this was the indignation of Laban when 
he found his sister ** alone with a man," the same 
being the messenger sent by Abraham to ask the 
young girl's hand in marriage for his son. The 
prospect of an advantageous matrimonial alliance 
seemed to set this righti and the piece concluded 
with reestablished harmony. 

My friend M. Frederic Passy asked me one 
day whether I should like to see the crowning of 
a rosUre in a suburban town. He e}q>lained to 
me that this ceremony was of annual occurrence 
and that it usually had reference to some merito- 
rious conduct on the part of a young girl who 
was selected to be publicly rewarded as the best 
girl of her town or village. This honor was ac- 
companied by a gift of some hundreds of francs, 
intended to serve as the marriage portion of the 
young girl. I gladly accepted the ticket of ad- 
mission offered me by M. F^sy, the more as he 
was to be the orator of the occasion, fixed for a 
certain Sunday afternoon. 

After a brief railroad journey I reached the 
small town, the name of which tacajpcs my mem- 
ory, and found the notables of the place assem- 
bled in a convenient hall, the mayor presiding. 
Soon a band of music was heard approaching, 
and the rosiire, with her escort^ entered and took 
the place assigned her. She was dressed in white 
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silki with a wreath of white roses around her 
head A canopy was held over her, and at her 
side walked another young girl, dressed also in 
whiter but of a less expensive material Thia» 
they told me^ was the rosiire of the year before 
who, according to custom, waited upon her suc- 
cessor to the dignity. 

Upon the mayor devolved the duty of officially 
greeting and complimenting the rosiire. . Bl 
Passy's oration followed His theme was^ reli- 
gious toleration. As an instance of this he told 
us how, during the funeral of the great Channing 
in Boston, Bishop Fenwick had caused the bells 
of the cathedral to be tolled, in homage to the 
memory of his illustrious friend It appeared to 
me whimsical that I should come to an obscure 
suburb of Paris to hear of this. At home I had 
never heard it mentioned Mrs. Eustis, Dr. Chan- 
ning's daughter, on being questioned, assured me 
that she perfectly remembered the occurrence. 

M. Passy presented me with a volume of his 
essays on questions of political economy. Among 
the topics therein treated was the vexed problem^ 
** Does expensive living enrich the community ? *' 
I was glad to learn that he gave lectures upon 
his favorite science to classes of young women as 
well as of young men. 

Among my pleasant recollections of Paris at 
this time is that of a visit to the studio of Gus- 
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tave Dor6, which came about on this wise. An 
English clergyman whom we had met in London 
happened to be in Paris at this time, and one day 
informed us that he had had some correspond- 
ence with Dot6, and had suggested to the latter 
a painting of the Resiurection from a new point 
of view. This should represent, not the open- 
ing graven but the gates of heaven unclosing to 
receive the ascending form of the Master. The 
artist had promised to illustrate this subject, and 
our new friend invited us to accompany him to 
the studio, where he hoped to find the picture 
well advanced Accordingly, on a day appointed, 
we knocked at the artist's door and were ad- 
mitted The apartment was vast, well propor- 
tioned to the unusual size of many of the works 
of art which hung upon the walls. 
Dor^ received us with cordiality, and showed 

Mr. the picture which he had suggested, 

already nearly completed He appeared to be 
about forty years of age, in figure above medium 
height, well set up and balanced His eyes were 
blue, his hair dark, his facial expression very 
genial After some conversation with the Eng- 
lish visitor, he Jed the way to his latest composi- 
tion, which represented the van of a traveling 
showman, in front of which stood its proprietor, 
holding in his arms the body of his little chiM, 
just dead, in the middle of his performance Be- 
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side him stood his wife, in great grief, and at her 
feet the trick dogs, fantastically dressed, showed 
in their brute countenances the sympathy which 
those animals often evince when made aware of 
some misfortune befalling their master. 

Here we also saw a model of the enormous vase 
which the artist had sent to the exposition of 
that year (1879), and which William W. Story 
contemptuously called " Dora's bottle." 

The artist professed himself weary of painting 
for the moment. He seemed to have taken much 
interest in his recent modeling, and called our 
attention to a genius cast in bronze, which he had 
hoped that the mimicipality would have purchased 
for the illumination of the ''Place de TOp^ra.*' 
The head was surrounded by a coronet intended 
to give forth jets of flame^ while the wings and 
body should be outlined by lights of another 
color. 

In the course of conversation, I remarked to 
him that his artistic career must have begun eariy 
in life. He replied : — 

''Indeed, madam, I was hardly twenty years 
of age when I produced my illustrations of the 
' Wandering Jew.' " 

I had more than once visited the Dor£ Gallery 
in London, and I spoke to him of a study of 
grasses there exhibited, which, with much else^ I 
had found admirable. 
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I bdieve that Dora's woiks are aevierety dealt 
with by art critics, and especially by rach of them 
as are themsdves artists. Whatever may be the 
defects of his workt I fed sm:e that he has pro* 
duced some paintings whidi deserve to live in the 
public esteem. Among these I would indude his 
picture of Christ's Entry into Jerusalem^ for the 
contrast therein shown bet we en the popular en* 
thusiasm and the indifference of a group of ridily 
dressed women, seated in a balconyi and accord- 
ing no attention whatever to the procession pas»> 
ing in the street just bdow them. 

Worthy to be mentioned with this is his paint- 
ing of Francesca da Rimini and her lover, as 
Dante sawthem in his vision of hdL Ifrs. Long* 
f dlow once showed me an engraving of this 
work, exdaiming^ as she pointed to Franceso^ 
^ What southern passion in that facet ^ 

I was invited several times to speak while in 
Pyuria. I chose for the theme of my first lector^ 
<< Associations of Women hi the United States." 
The chairman of the committee of invitation 
privatdy requested me bc f ord um d not to Mpetk 
dther of woman suffrage or of the Christian 
religion. He said that the first was dreaded hi 
France because many suppoaed that the woman's 
vote, if conceded, would bring badi: tiie domfninh 
of the CathoHc priesthood ; while the Christian 
to a French amficnce, would mean aim* 
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ply the Church of Rome. I spoke in French and 
without notesi though not without preparation. 
No tickets were sold for these lectures and no fee 
was paid. A large salver, laid on a table near the 
entrance of the hall, was intended to receive vol- 
untary contributions towards the inevitable ex- 
penses of the evening. I was congratulated, after 
the lecture, for having spoken with ** iant d$ 
bonne grace.** 

Before leaving Paris I was invited to take part 
in a congress of woman's rights (congyis du droit 
des femmes). It was deemed proper to elect 
two presidents for this occasion, and I had the 
honor of being chosen as one of them, the other 
being a gentleman well known in public life. My 
co-president addressed me throughout the meet- 
ing as ''Madame la Pr^sidente." The proceed- 
ings naturally were carried on in the French Iai>* 
guage. Colonel T. W. Higginson was present, as 
was Theodore Stanton, son of Mrs. Elizabeth 
Cady Stanton. Among the lady speakers was 
one, of whom I was told that she possessed every 
advantage of wealth and social positioa She 
was attired like a woman of fashion, and yet she 
proved to be an ardent suffragist Somewhat in 
contrast with these sober doings was a ball given 
by the artist Healy at his residence In accept- 
ing the invitation to attend this party, I told Mrs. 
Healy in jest that I should insist upon dancing 
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with her husband, whom I had known for manj 
yean. Soon after my entrance Mrs. Heaty said 
to me^ "Mrs. Howe» yoor quadrille is ready lor 
you. See what company you are to hava** I 
lodced and bdidd Genoil Grant and IC. Gam* 
betta, who led out Ifra. Grant, idiile her husband 
had Mrs. Healy for his partner. 

At this ban I met Ifra. Evans, wife of the wdl- 
known dentist, wfao^ in 1870^ aided tiie escape cC 
the Empress Eugi6nie. Mrs. Evans wore in her 
hair a diamond necklace^ said to have been givett 
to her by the Empress. 

I f oimd in Paris a number of young womea^ 
students of art and medicine^ who appeared to 
lead very isolated lives and to have little or no 
acquaintance with* one another. The need cC a 
point of social union for these young peopte wp^ 
pearing to me very great, I invited a few of them 
to meet me at my lodgfaiga. After some di^ 
cussion we succeeded in organizfaig a small dub 
wbkh, I am tdd, still exists. 

Mft T f^^l BfacBflahon was at this time F re si deat 
of the French rqmbUa I attended an evening r» 
ceptkm given by hhn bi honor cC Genend and Mra 
Grant Our host was supposed to be the head 
of the Bonapartist factfam, and I heard some ru- 
mors of an intended Mig^ d*Hgi lAidi shoold 
bring back ^"* [ ? ff ri ft 1 lf tn and place Floii*Flon^ on 

^ Tbt aidDMHBS lor Prises MiVolMBb 
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the throne. This was not to be. The 
party held the Imperialists in check, and the Re- 
publicans were strong enough to hold their own. 

I remember Marshal MacMahon as a man of 
medium height, with no very distinguishing fea- 
ture. He was dressed in uniform and wore many 
decorations. 

We passed on to Italy. Soon after my arrival in 
Florence I was asked to speak on su£Frage at the 
Circolo Fihlogico^ one of the favorite halls of the 
city. The attendance was very large. I made my 
argument in French, and when it was ended a dear 
old-fashioned conservative in the galleiy stood 
up to speak, and told ofiF all the counter pleas 
with which suffragists are familiar, — the loss of 
womanly grace, the neglect of house and family, 
etc When he had finished speaking a charming 
Italian matron, still young and handsome, sprang 
forward and took me by the hand, saying, ** I fed 
to take the hand of this sister from America.** 
Cordial applause followed this and I was glad to 
hear my new friend respond with much grace to 
our crabbed opponent in the gallery. The sym- 
pathy of the audience was evidently with us. 

A morning visit to the Princess Bdgioiosa may 
deserve a passing mention. This lady was origi- 
nally Princess Ghika, of a noble Roumanian fam- 
ily. She had married a Russian — Count Mur- 
herstsky. I never knew the origin of the Italian 
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title. My dear frien4 Mrs. Ecbiah D. Chenqr* 
went with me to tiie princess's villi^ which was 
at some distance from the dty proper, Althoqgjh 
the winter was wdl b^gan die l eoe tv e d us in a 
room without fire. She was wn^ped in fun from 
head to foot wliile we shivered with cokL She 
affpeaitd to be about six^ years of agi^ and 
showed no traces of the beauty which I had seen 
in a portrait of her taken in her jroutli. She 
spoke English fluently, but with klioms derived 
from other languages, in some of which I should 
have understood her more easily than in my own. 

Our first winter abroad was passed in Rom^ 
which I now saw for the first time as the cap- 
ital of a united Italy. The Ung^ ''/fi?/ Gabth 
tuamor was personally popular with all save the 
partisans of the Fdpe*s temporal dominion. I met 
him more than once driving on Monte Flndana 
He was of large stature with a countenance iHiose 
extreme plainncais was red ee med by an cipicssion 
of candor and of good humor. 

In the course of this winter ^Hctor Emmaniid 
died. The marks of public grief at this event 
were unmistakable. The ransomed land moamed 
its sovereign as with one heart 

I recall vbkUy the features of the king's 
funeral processbn, which was resplendent widi 
wreaths and banners sent from every part of 
Italy. The monarch's lemains were bone in a 
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crimson coach of state, drawn by six horses. His 
own favorite war-horse followed, veiled in crape. 
Nobles and servants of noble houses walked be- 
fore and after the coach in brilliant costumes, bare- 
headed, carrying in their hands lighted torches of 
wax. I stood to see this wonderful sight with my 
dear friend Sarah Clarke, at a window of her 
apartment opposite to the Barberini Palaces. As 
the cortege swept by I dropped my tribute of 
flowers. 

I was also present when King Umberto took 
the oath of office before the Italian F^liament, 
to whose members in turn the oath of allegiance 
was administered In a box, in full view, were 
seated a number of royalties, to wit, Queen Mar- 
gherita, her sister-in-law, the Queen of Portugal, 
the Prince of Wales, and the then Crown Prince 
of Germany, loved and lamented as ** unser Fritsy 
The little Prince of Naples sat with his royal mo- 
ther, and kindly Albert Edward of England lifted 
him in his arms at the crowning moment in order 
that he might better see what was going oa 

By a curious chance I had one day the pleasure 
of taking part with Madame Ristori in a reading 
which made part of an entertainment given in aid 
of a public charity. Madame Ristori had pro- 
mised to read on this occasion the scene from the 
play of Maria Stuart, in which she meets and 
overcrows her rival, Queen Elizabeth. The friend 
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who ahoold have read the part of thb btter per- 
sonage was suddenly disaUed by iDness^ and I 
was pressed mto the service. Oor last rdieaiaal 
was hdd in the anteroom cC the hall while the 
musical part of the entertainment was going on. 
Bfadame Ristori made me rq)eat my part sevenl 
times, insisting that my manner was too reserved 
and would make hers appear extravagant I did 
my best to conform to her wishes, and the reading 
was duly iqyplauded. 

Another historic desth followed that of ^^ctor 
Emmanud after the interval of a month. Pope 
Ffus IX. had reigned too long to be deeply 
mourned by his sfriritual subjects, one of whom 
remarked in answer to my condolence^ ''I should 
think that he had lived long enoq^'* This same 
friend, however, claimed for Fk> tiie rare merit cC 
having abstained from enriching his own funBjp 
and said that when the niece of the Fontiff was 
married her undo bestowed on her nothing save 
the diamonds which had been presented to him 
by the Sultan of Turk^. Be it also remerabered, 
to his eternal credit, that Fio would not allow the 
last sacraments to be denied to the king^ iriio had 
been his political enemy. ^He was ahngfs a 
smcere Cathdk^'* saki the Fbpe^ «<and he shaB 
not die without the sacnunentSL** 

My dear sister, Mrs. Teny, went widi me to 
attend the consecration of tiie new Fope^ wfiidi 
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took place in the Sistine Chapel. Leo XIII. was 
brought into the church with the usual pomp, 
robed in white silk, preceded by a brand new pair 
of barbaric fans^ and wearing his triple crown. 
He was attended by a procession of high digni- 
tariesi dvil and ecclesiastic, the latter resplendent 
with costly silks, furs, and jewels. I think that 
what interested me most was the chapter of the 
Gospel which the Pope read in Greek, and which 
I found myself able to follow. After the eleva- 
tion of the host, the new Pontiff retired for a 
brief space of time to partake, it was said, of 
some slight refreshment As is well known, the 
celebrant and commimicant at the Mass must 
remain in a fasting condition from the midnight 
preceding the ceremony until after its conclusion. 
For some reason which I have never heard ex- 
plained. Pope Leo, in his receptions, revived some 
points of ceremony which his predecessors had 
allowed to lapse. In the time of Gregory XVI., 
Protestants had only been expected to make cer- 
tain genuflections on approaching and on leaving 
the pontifical presence. Pope Leo required that 
all persons presented to him should kned and 
kiss his hand This, as a Protestant, I could 
never consent to do, and so was obliged to forego 
the honor of presentation. It was said in Rome 
that a brother of the Pope, a plain man from the 
country, called upon him just before or after his 
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CQronatioiL He was very stout in person, and 
objected to the inconvenience of kneding for the 
ceremonial loss. The fcfpt, however, insisted, 
and his rdative dqiMitedi threatening never to 
return. 



CHAPTER XX 

FRIENDS AND WORTHIES : SOCIAL SUCCESSES 

Time would fail me if I should undertake to 
mention the valued friendships which have glad- 
dened my many years in Boston^ or to indicate 
the social pleasures which have alternated with 
my more serious pursuits. One or two of these 
friends I must mention^ lest my reminiscences 
should be found lacking in the good savor of 
latitude. 

I have already spoken of seeing the elder Rich- 
ard H. Dana from time to time during the years 
of my young ladyhood in New York. He him- 
self was surely a transcendental, of an apart and 
individual school Nevertheless, the transcenden- 
tal of Boston did not come within either his 
literary or his social sympathies. I never heard 
him express any admiration for Mr. Emersoa 
He may, indeed, have done so at a later period ; 
for Mr. Emerson in the end won for himself the 
heart of New England, which had long revolted 
at his novelties of thought and expression. Mr. 
Dana's ideal evidently was Washington AUston, 
for whom his attachment amounted almost to 
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worship. The pair were eomedmes spoken of in 
that day as '' two old-world men who sat by tiie 
fire together, and ujdidd each other m avenkm 
to the then prevailing state of things.*' 

I twice had the pleasure of seeing Washington 
Allston. My first sight of him was in my euly 
youth when, beuig in Boston with my Uoher for 
a brief visit, my dear tutor, Joseph G. Cogswdlt 
undertook to give us this ideasure. Mr. Allston's 
studio was in Cambxidgqxat. He admitted no 
one within it during his woildng houn^ save occar 
sionally his friend Franklin Dexter, iriio was 
oUiged to announce his presence by a particular 
way of knocking at the door. Ifn Cogswdl 
managed to get possesskm of this secret^ and 
when we drove to the door of the studio he made 
use of the well-known signaL ''Dexter* is that 
you?" cried a voice from within. A moment 
later saw us within the sanctuary. 

My feither was intending to order a picture 
from Mr. Allston, and this drcumstanoe uapfy 
justified Mr. Cogswell, in his own opinioHb for 
the stratagem employed to gafai as admittaneft 
Mr. Allston was surprised but not di sc oncat ed 
by our entrance^ and proceeded to do the honors 
of the rathet bare apartment witii genial grscSL 
He had not then unrolled his painting cC Bdsliai- 
zar's Feast, which, begun mai^ years before that 
tnU ft had lonsr pecn left in an onunisliOQ coiMlttiot^ 
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As I remember, the great artist had but little 
to show us. My father was especially pleased 
with a group, one figure of which was a copy of 
Titian's well-known portrait of his daughter, the 
other being a somewhat commonplace represen- 
tation of a young girl of modem times. 

My father afterwards told me that he had 
thought of purchasing this picture. While he 
was deliberating about it Thomas Cole the land- 
scape painter called upon him, bringing the design 
of four pictxu-es illustrating the course of human 
life. The artist's persuasion induced him to give 
an order for this work, which was not completed 
until after my dear parent's death, when we found 
it something of a white elephant The pictures 
were suitable only for a gallery, and as none of 
us felt able to indulge in such a luxury they were 
afterward sold to some public institution, with a 
considerable loss on our part 

Some years after my marriage I encountered 
Mr. Allston in Chestnut Street, Boston, on a bit- 
ter winter day. He had probably been visiting 
his friend Mr. Dana, who resided in that street 
The ground was covered with snow, and Mr. All- 
ston, with his snowy curls and old-fashioned attire^ 
looked like an impersonation of winter, his lumi- 
nous dark eyes suggesting the fire which warms 
the heart of the cold season. The wonderful 
beauty of the face, intensified by ag^ impressed 
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me deeply. He did not recognize m^ having 
seen me but once^ and we passed without any 
salutation ; but his living image in my mind takes 
precedence of all the shadowy shapes iriiich his 
magic placed iQKm canvasL 

Boston should never foiget the famous dinner 
given to Chailes Dickens on die occasion of his 
first ymt to America in 1842. Among tiie wits 
who made the feast one to be remembered All- 
ston shone^ a bright particular star. He was a 
reader of Dickens^ but was much averse to serials^ 
and waited always for the publication of the sto* 
ries in book form. He died while one of these 
was approaching completion, I forget lAddi ft 
was, but remember that FdtoOf conmientfaig upon 
this, said, ''This shows wliat a mistake it is not 
to read the numbers as thqr are issued. He has 
thereby lost the whole of this story when he 
might have enjoyed a part of it** 

One other singubur figure comes bade to me 
across the wide waste of years» and seems to ask 
some mentkm at my hands. 

The figure is that of Thomas Gold Apptetos^ u 
man whom, in his own deqpite^ the old Boston 
dearly cherished. In qyeanmce he was of rsther 
more than medium he||^ and his co untensn cflb 
which was not handsome bore a curious resem- 
blance to that of his beautiful sister Fanny, the 
beloved wife of the poet Longfdlow. He wore 
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his hair in what might have been called elf locks, 
and the expression of his dark blue eyes varied 
from one of intense melancholy to amused obser- 
vation. 

Tom Appleton^ as he was usually called, was 
certainly a man of parts and of great reputation 
as a wit, but I should rather have termed him 
a humorist He cultivated a Byronic distaste 
for the Puritanic ways of New England In truth, 
he was always ready for an encounter of arms 
(figiuratively speaking) with institutions and with 
individuals^ while yet in heart he was most human 
and humane. Bom in affluencCi he did not em- 
brace either business or profession, but devoted 
much time to the study of painting, for which he 
had more taste than talent It was as a word 
artist that he was remarkable; and his graphic 
felicities of expression led Mr. Emerson to quote 
him as '' the first conversationalist in America,** 
an eminence which I, for my part, should have 
been more inclined to accord to Dr. Holmes. 

He loved European life, and had many friends 
among the notabilities of English society. He 
was a fellow passenger on the steamer which car- 
ried Dr. Howe and myself as far as Liverpool on 
our wedding journey. People in our cabin were 
apt to call for a Welsh rabbit before turning in 
for the night Apropos of this, he remarked to 
me, '' You eat a rabbit before going to bed, and 
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presently ycm dream that you are a shdf with a 
hurge cheese restmg upon it'* 

H e was much attached to his father, of whom he 
once said to me^ ** We don't dare to mention any- 
thing pathetic at oar taUe. If we did, father 
would be sure to spoil the soiqp" (with his teai% 
being understood). The dder Appleton bdonged 
to the congrq;ation of the Federal Street Church. 
I asked his son if he ever attended service ther& 
He saidt ^ Oh« yes*; I sometimes go to hear tiie 
minister exhort that assemblage of weaiy ones to 
forsake the vanities of life. Looking at the choirp 
I see some foriom women who seem, from the way 
in which they open their mouths^ to mistake tlMi 
congregation for a dentist** He dfci not care for 
musia At a party devoted to classical perform- 
ances, he turned to me : *' Mrs. Howc^ are yoa 
going to give us scmiething from the qrmphony 
mP?" 

He was much of an amateur in art, literature^ 
and lif e^ never appearing to take serious hold 
of matters either social or politicaL Wenddl 
Phillips had been his schoolmate^ and the two^ in 
company with John Lothrop Modqrt Ittd foqg^ 
many battles with wooden swoids in the Appleton 
garret For some unexplained reasoiib he had 
but litUe faith fai Fhillipa's philanthropy^ and the 
relations of childhood between the two did not 
extend to their later life 
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His Atlantic voyages became so frequent that 
he once said to a friend, "I always keep my 
steamer ticket in my pocket, like a soda-water 
ticket." Indeed, his custom almost carried out 
this saying. I have heard that once, being in 
New York, he invited friends to breakfast with 
him at his hotel On arriving they found only a 
note informing them of his departure for Europe 
on that very morning. 

I myself one day invited him to dinner with 
other friends, among whom was his sister, Mrs. 
Longfellow. We waited long for him, and I at 
last said to Mrs. Longfellow, '^What can it be 
that detains your brother so late ? " 

** I don't know, indeed," was her reply. 

** Your brother ? " cried one of the guests. ** I 
met him this morning on his way to the steamer. 
He must have sailed some hours since." 

A friend once spoke to him of matrimony, of 
which he said in reply, ** Marriage ? I could 
never undergo it unless I was held, and took 
chloroform." 

Yet those who knew him well supposed that he 
had had some romance of his own. To his praise 
be it said that he was a man of many friendships, 
and by no means destitute of public spirit 

It was from Mr. Dana that I first heard of 
John Sullivan Dwight, whom he characterized as a 
man of moderate calibre, who had ** set up for an 
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infiddt" and who had dared to speak of the Apos- 
tle to the Gentiles as Paul, without the prefix of 
his saintship. In the earty years of my residence 
in Boston I sometnnes heard of Mr. Dwig^t as 
a disdpk of Fourier, a transcendental of the tran- 
scendentals, and a prominent member of a social- 
ist dub. 

I first came to know him wdl when Madanw 
Sontag was singing in Boston. We met often at 
the home of Mr. and Mrs. Sdilesinger-Benzon, a 
house which deserves grateful remembrance from 
every lover of music iriio was admitted to its 
friendly and aesthetic interior. Many were the 
merry and musical festivities enjoyed under that 
hospitable root The house was of moderate di- 
mensions and in a part of Bqylston Street now 
wholly devoted to business. IfnL Benson was a 
sister of the well-known T,ehmann artists and of 
the father of the late coadi of the Harvard boat- 
ing crew. She was very fond of musi^ and it 
was at one of her soirtes that Elise Hender made 
her first appearance and sang» with fine e a iwcssion 
and a beautiful fresh voic^ the airfrom ^Robert 
leDiable:*' — 

Diwaaflhydai^iWriw^i* 

These f riend% with others* interested themsdves 
m Miss Hender^s musicd education and enabled 
her to complete her studies in Fkiis, As is wdl 
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known, she became a favorite prima donna in 
light opera, and was finally heard of as the mor- 
ganatic wife of the King (consort) Ferdinand of 
Portugal 

Madame Sontag and her husband. Count Rossi, 
came often to the Benzon house. I met them 
there one day at dinner, when in the course of 
conversation Madame Sontag said that she never 
acted in private life. The count remarked rather 
rudely, ** I saw you enact the part of Zerlina quJte 
recently." This was probably intended for a 
harmless pleasantry, but the lady's change of 
color showed that it did not amuse her. 

Before this time Dwight's ** Joiunal of Music " 
had published a very friendly review of my first 
volume of poems. It did not diminish my appre- 
ciation of this kind service to learn in later years 
that it had been rendered by Mrs. Ednah D. 
Cheney, then scarcely an acquaintance of mine^ 
to-day an esteemed friend of many years, whom 
I have found excellent in counsel and constant 
and loyal in regard. 

During the many years of my life at South 
Boston, Mr. Dwight and his wife were among the 
faithful few who would brave the' disagreeable 
little trip in the omnibus and adh)ss the bridge 
with the low draw, to etoKven my fireside. I 
valued these guests* very *highly, having had oc- 
casion to perceive that Bostonians are apt to 
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limit their assodatioiis to the regicmf ia ^Addk 
they are most at home. Speaking oC this once 
with a friend* I said, **Ih Boston Love crosses 
the bridge^ bat Friendship stops at the Cbounon.'' 

After the death of his wife Mr. Dwig^t had 
many londy years. He was very fond of yoong 
people and as my younger children grew np he 
became strongly attached to them. As editor of 
the ^Journal of Music" he was the re^sknt of 
tickets for musical entertainments of all sorts. 
His enjoyment of these was heightened by coiw 
genial company, and to my childreiiy and later to 
my grandchildrent he was the great JSsspcaaer of 
musical delights. He was to us afanost as one 
of the family, and to him our doors were never 
dosed. His was a very indh^ual strain of chap> 
acter, combining a rather flamboyant imaghwHoii 
with a severe taste. He could never accept the 
Wagner cult, and stood obstinatdy for the Umita 
of classical music, insisting even thst the per* 
formance of Wagner^s operas per v ert e d the tone 
both of strings and brasses^ and that it took some 
time for the instruments to recover from this 
misuse. He had much to do with ^e fo r matfcm 
o[ the Harvard Musical Association^ and the pro- 
grammes which he arranged for its co n ce rts are 
precious in remembrancflL 

Dr. Holmes sat near me at Ifr. Dw^fifs fin* 
neral, which took place in the Harvnd noma^ 
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whose presiding genius he had been. The ser- 
vices were very simple and genial Some lovdy 
singing, a poetical tribute or so, some heart-warm 
words spoken by friends, mingled with the cus- 
tomary prayer and scripture reading. In the in- 
terval of silence before these began. Dr. Holmes 
said to me, in a low tone, ** Mrs. Howe^ we may 
almost imagine the angels who announced a cer- 
tain nativity to be hovering near these remains.'* 

Otto Dresel, beloved as an artist and dreaded 
as a critic, was an intimate of the Benzon house- 
hold, and was almost idolized by Mr. Dwight He 
had the misfortune to be over-critical, but no less 
so of himself than of others. He did much to 
raise the appreciation of music in Boston, pos- 
sessed as he was with a sense of the dignity and 
sacredness of the art. His compositions, not 
many in number, had a deep poetical charm, as 
had also his soulful interpretation of Chopin's 
works. As a teacher he was unrivaled. Two 
of my daughters were indebted to him for a very 
valuable musical education. 

Boston has seemed darker to me since the light 
of this eminent musical intelligence has left it 
I subjoin a tribute of my affection for him in 
these lines, which were suggested by Mr. Loef- 
fler's rendering of Handel's " Largo " at a con- 
cert, especially dedicated to the memoiy of this 
dear friend. I also add a verse descriptive of 
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the effect of the funeral march from Beethoven's 
^ Heroicat" which made part of the programme 
in question. 

HANDSUSLAROa 

In Msmoiiam Otto DmiLi 

And to our deer one nid» * Walk h|||bflrt Mad.* 
TM, i>pt from €Mihy in a mlMtiri noodL 

Ha paaaed from tjgbt tp Maailngi wJAottmdi 
And whara Ua leat had trod* a nMfiaat flood 

Hia lofty mgwaga U contant did 



BEETHOVEN^ FUNERAL MARCH. 

Tlia lieairj alapa dial *amlh now budana traa^ 
Tlia hcKwj hearta diat wait apon Hm daa4 
Tlia atiuggUim tKw^i^ta durt dpi^ ^mI^ fSbnt^k 
Tha DMppf maPMrlaa of oyfoua yaaia^ 
. And on dia daaf and aOaat ptaaoBoa can t 
O friand bdo¥*d I Omaatarl iaditean? 

But aa dia cadanca flMirai^ Hm aoQS flofwon Si^S 
To va dia pRxniaa ol atamal apriqg, 

Lofva diaft aonrivaa dM vxack of in dai%|h^ 

Andgoaa* Uandi baaiii^ inlo daikaona B|g|hl» 

l^naqpat and dnm Iwia inaifcail dM vlislof% ai^ 

Tlia aanph Toioea now dMir tofaad aaf t 

'OloTiiigfriaBdal nfrain |oar valtfas '<B*'l 
Tha s*taa ara paaadt and haa«aa ia lalillt bifarfi* 

In March, 1885, 1 had the miq)eakafale grief of 
losmg my dear eldest dani^ter, Julia Romany of 
whose bbth in Rome I ham auide meotioa She 
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was a person of rare endowments and of great 
originality of character, inhepting much of her 
father's personal shyness, but more of his benevo* 
lence and public spirit She was the constant 
companion and faithful ally of that beloved par- 
ent During the years of our residence in the 
city, she would often walk over with him to South 
Boston before breakfast She delighted in giving 
lessons to the blind pupils of the Institution, and 
succeeded so well in teaching German to a class 
of the blind teachers that these were enabled, on 
visiting Germany, to use and understand the lan- 
guage. She read extensively, and was gifted 
with so retentive a. memory that we were accus- 
tomed to refer to her disputed dates and other 
questions in history. A small volume of her 
verses has been printed, with the title of " Stray 
Chords." Some of these poems show remarkable 
depth of thought and great felicity of expression. 
A new source of delight was opened to her by 
the summer school of philosophy held for some 
years at Concord, Mass. Here her mind seemed 
to have found its true level, and I cannot think of 
the sittings of the school without a vision of the 
rapt expression of her face as she sat and listened 
to the various speakers. Something of this plea- 
sure found expression in a slender volume named 
^' Philosophiae Quaestor," in which she has pre- 
served some features of the school, now, alas I a 
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thing of remote remembrance. The hnprenkmi 
of it also took shape in a club which she gathered 
about her, and to which she gave the name of the 
Metq>hysical Qulx It was beautiful to see her 
seated in the midst of this thou|^tful dxde, which 
she seemed to rule with a staff of lilies. The dub 
was one in which diversity of opinion sometimes 
brought individuals into sharp contrast with each 
other, but her gentle government was able to 
bring harmony out of discord, and to subdue 
alike the crudeness of skepticism and the fierce* 
ness of intolerance. 

Her interest in her father's puiMls was unrendfe- 
ting. A friend said to me not tong ago^ ''It was 
one of the sights of Boston in the dajrs of the 
Harvard musical concerts to see your Julia's rsr 
diant face as she would come into Music HaUL 
leading a blind pupil by either hand.** 

In December, 1869^ she became the wife of 
Michael Anagnos, who was then my husband's 
assistant, and iriio succeeded him as princ^ial of 
the Institutiim at South Boston. After fifteen 
years of happy wedlock, she suffered a kog and 
painful illness which terminated lataDy. Almost 
her last thought was of her bdoved dub^ and she 
asked that a valued friend mfg^t be smnmoned^ 
that she might consult with hhn^ no doubts as to 
its future management To her husband she said^ 
<<Bekind to the little bUnd dUkbcq, lor thqr are 
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papa's children." These parting words of hen 
are inscribed on the wall of the Kindergarten for 
the Blind at Jamaica Plain. Beautiful in lif e^ and 
most beautiful in death, her sainted memoxy has 
a glory beyond that of worldly fame. 



A writer of my own sex, years ago, desiring to 
do me some pen-service, wrote to me asking for 
particulars of my life, and emphasizing her wishes 
with these words : " I wish to hear not of your 
literary work, but of your social successes." I 
could not at the time remember that I had had 
any, and so did not respond to her request But 
let us ask what are social successes? A dimb 
from obscurity to public notice? An abiding 
place on the stage of fashionable life ? A ward- 
robe that newspaper correspondents may report ? 
Fine equipages, fiuniture, and entertainments? 
These things have had small part in my thoughts. 

As I take account of my long life, I become 
well aware of its failures. What may I chronide 
as its successes ? It was a great distinction for 
me when the foremost philanthropist of the age 
chose me for his wife. It was a great success 
for me when, having been bom and bred in New 
York city, I found myself able to enter into the 
intellectual life of Boston, and to appreciate the 
** high thinking " of its choice spirits. I have sat 
at the feet of the masters of literature art, and 



SOCIAL SUCCESSES 4|||| 

scieno^ and have been gmdoaaly aihnittiK^ intq 
their fdlowship. I have been the choten poet 
of several high f esthralsi to wit, the cdd)tatioii of 
Biyant*8 sixtieth birthday, the cqminwnotation of 
the centenary of his birth, and tte unveilfaig of the 
statue of Columbus ixi Central Psrl^ New Yoric^ 
in the Columbian year, so called I hay9 been 
the founder of a dub of young giri^i whidi hijs 
exercised a salutary influence upon the growing 
womanhood of my adopted dty, and has wqn for 
itself an honorable place in the community, serv- 
ing also as a modd for similar associations in 
other dties. I have been for many years the 
president of the New En^^and Woman's Club, 
and of the Association for the Advancement of 
Women. I have been heard at the great Prison 
Congress in England, at IfnL Butler's convention 
d€ moralUi pubUque in Gfsnev^p gwitiseriand, and 
at more than one conyeiitioii in Paris. \ have 
been wdcomed in FaneuO Hall, when I have 
stood there to rehearse the merits of public pien, 
and later, to plead the cause of oppre s sed Gteeoe 
and murdered Armenia* I have written ope popn 
which, although composed in the strpss and stndn 
of the dvil war, is now sung South and North 
by the champions of a free government I have 
been accounted worthy to listen, and to qieak 
at the Boston Radical Qub and at the Concoid 
School of Philosophy. I have been caodted to 
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occupy the pulpit of my own dear church and 
that of others, without r^;ard to denominational 
limits. Lastly and chiefly, I have had the honor 
of pleading for the slave when he was a slavey 
of helping to initiate the woman's movement in 
many States of the Union, and of standing with 
the illustrious champions of justice and freedom, 
for woman suffrage, when to do so was a thank- 
less office, involving public ridicule and private 
avoidance. 

I have made a voyage upon a golden river, 
'Neath clouds of opal and of amethyst. 

Along its banks bright shapes were moving ever, 
And threatening shadows melted into mist. 

The e3re, unpracticed, sometimes lost the current 
When some wild rapid of the tide did wfairi, 

While yet a master hand beyond the torrent 
Freed my frail shallop from the perilous smxh 

Music went with me, fairy flute and viol, 
The utterance of fancies half expressed, 

And with these, steadfast, be3rond pause or trial, 
The deep^ majestic throb of Nature's breast 

My journey nears its dose — in some still haven 
My bark shall find its anchorage of rest^ 

When the kind hand, which every good has given. 
Opening with wider grace, shall give the best 
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««BotUe ol Toper. Ba-TMAfw** 

aongh*s, 184. 
ooaa, rToi., qieaBB on Aimiopak ^aa* 
Bootwdl, Got. Gaoi|i S., ateidB 

Mn. Howe a lectna in WaiUagluUf 

309. 
Bowery Tiieatre, we in, 16. 
Bowling Grean, cany laQoDscttoss 

of, 4. 
Bowring, Sir John, jJit speaka Ml 

woman*fe peace cranda aMetfaig !■ 

I«ondon, 34^^* 
Boyesen, Praf. H. H., ipeua on Alii" 

totle,4o8. 
Bneebcidge, Chailea N., 136; tmab 

H* Egypt with Fknaaoe N|g|itiiiffM|i 

188. 
Bruebridfe, Mrs. C M., 136; ker 

opinion of Floranoa Nli^lupuaii 

ZS7 ; tnTels in Egypt wlA her» 188b 
BiamUOa, an opera ifavvi m4« 
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taught iba an of kagaaia, tii n- 
fanadtola Dlokaai% 
Moiaa.**«7taMBiioBadbf 

Qatl ^ 9S; iy M«*i 
113} dtacfBiad ta Ika Papap sa6} 
Bvaa with tha Homm, tsu it Dr. 
nowwB flaatb*baQ9 j«9S ^ ""^ ai^ 
aMatel maetfaig to Uamyaw 
Btii^ Mr. and Mia. Jaaob^ at Mia. 
Home* paaea lairtag hi LmAob, 

f4«. ^ _^ _ 

Brekaiay If aw Yoik Daara oly partMit 

of John Ward ia thdr laeaa, SS- 
Brook Farai, 145. 
MuoUf Rot. Chanaa X*f iannaB Mm 

Howa to ipaak la hb aharch, }ai ; 

Ub adfloa aHHdwIth nipiu toalai^ 



faff lor Dr. Howa, S90 1 fathaXowB 
aad Caaaliy C3abf 4^* 
Brooha» lUv. FhiBpat ■awdfUi 9$% 



ohrfthi 179b 
BrowD, Johaicalli oa Dr. Howa, as4{ 
hb attack oa Baipai^ Fanr, assi 
la MiMoari, as6| iawdfUi a^ af7* 
Braea, Robarti m^Ba alt »*• 
Brjfaat, WilHaai CaOaa, adllor of iha 
*« Svanfaff Pott,** 811 ^fUlor it Iha 
Ward bona, 99; adabntioB el hb 
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Mn. Hone's Sxtt book of poena, 
436. 

ChOd, Mn. Ljdk Maria, acts as bodf- 
gnard to WendeU Phillips, 157. 

Christianilf, Mn. Ho«io*a Tieirs on, 
907,ao8; attitnde of the Booton Radi- 
cal Chib towaids, a86. 

Chrfl War, the, as7> »A ^l con& 
tion of Waahfaigtoa during, 970. 

Clarice, Jamas Freeami, Us meetings 
at Williams Hall, usi goes abroad, 
946; at Indiana Fboe Clapel, 347; 
his marriage, 349; always sop por te d 
by Got. Andrew, a6x ; goes to Wasl^ 
Ington in «86i, 369; Ti^ts hoqiitals, 
•70; his opinion of Abraham Lin- 
coln, ays; opposes Weim at the 
Pftiiti^l Clnbt sSax nphfflds the 
Christian tone of that organisation, 
a86; his tribnte to Margvet Poller, 
301; attends Mrs. Howe's parlor 
lectores, 306; in the woman sof- 
frags morement, 375, 38s. 

Clarice, Mrs. J. F., her character, 
S50. 

Clarice, Sarah, aoe; at the coronation 
of King Umberto at Rome, 4S4. 

Oarice, WilUam, SOS. 

Chndios, Matthias, worlcs of, 59; his 
" Wsndsbedcer Bote," 6a. 

Claj, Hairy, advoGatea the Miaaonri 
Compromise, sa. 

Ckmgh, Mils Anne J., 33s. 

Cloagh, Arthur Hugh, Tlaits the 
Howei, 184; hu manner and ai^ 
pcaranoe, 185 ; his rqiiartee, 187. 

Cobbe, Fnnoes Power, 33a. 

Cogswell, Dr. Joseph Green, prindpsl 
of the Round Hill School, 43; 
teaches Mrs. Howe German, 44, S9t 
so6; resides at the Astor maiudon, 
7S ; anecdotes of, 76; introduces the 
Wards to Waahhigton Allston, 439. 

Columbia College, ita situetion on 
Park Placer ita conaerratiBn i emi- 
nent professors at, 23 ; Samuel Ward 
attends, 67. 

Conibe, George, as; fai Rmne, r3r, 
r3a; his "Constitution of Man," 

«33. 
Combe, Mrs. George (CedHe Siddons), 

anecdote of, 13a. 
* Cooamonwealth, The; ** 95a. 
Comts, Augusts, his *' PhOosophie 



PoshlTn,'* 9111 Mn. Howt^ mA» 
mateof,^o^ 

Conjugal Love, 9wsdsBbof|^t sb^* 
P-wi« [ t ^ w^l n5qi4ftj tfis 1^ of, 

«Pon, 57. 
"Coasoslo,^ Oeei|i Snd% 

the nther's nnl c ha rect s f, ^L 
Con t oi t , Jsan, ft nench cook, fOk 
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Copyright, IntematlflHal, ttjw by 
Chailea IXckana, s& 

Coi|uerelf Athanaae, nie Ftsbbi PIp^ 
testant divine, at the Radios] CMbp 
a84, aSs; aeee Mis. Howe in Loo* 
don, 331 ; his sermon fai Newport, 
34a; Ua esphnatioB of dm Ptali 
oonunone, 343* 

Corporal puiiiahnMHit, io9« 

Coventry, England, X36* 

Cowper, Wmiam, Ua " Ttodk " md hf 
Mrs. Howe at achoei, 58* 

Cramer, John BaptiM, a Lfliidmi ■•• 
ridan, 16. 

Crandi, Chriatopher P«, cancBtaRS 
the transcendsntaUsls, i4S< ^ W^ 
sent to Bryant OB his sesuBllsn UrD^ 
day, 978. 

Crawford, P. aaariOB, nie noifeBat, 45* 

Crawfovd, Thomas, die soalpCor, Ua 
woric fai the Ward mawina, 43; 
me ets the Howes in Roamt 
Louisa Ward, 137 ; truTda to 
with Mrs. Howe, 190; Ua atataa of 
WaaUngtOB, 903* 

Crawford, Mra. Thonaa* 8aa Waad^ 
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Oetaa tn su i i e al oB of 1866^ Dr. 
Howe's efforts in bdialf of, 319, 313 ; 
distribotion of clothes to the lafo- 
8MS of, 3x7-3x91 faasaar In aid of 

the sufferers, 3se^ 
"Critique of Pua 

919. 

Curtis, George IM^Dam, Usopnuon 
'* Words forths Hoar,** 930; 
about Newport, 938} prssidsa 
tfie UiiitariBB aimlt ei aaiy fai 

378. 
CusUng, Caleb, rSob 
Cushman, MimChariotia, 
Ctatler, Ben jamfai Claika, Mn. 

grattdfatber, 4. 
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Orietosexpoiitioiii S9Si soesabraid 
with her mother, 410. 

Ellis, ReT. George E., lectures on the 
Rhode Island Indians, 407. 

Slssler, Fanny, a ballet duoeri 104; 
opinions of Emerson and Biai|ar«C 
Foller on her dancing, 105. 

Emblee, the Nightingales at, 138. 

Emezson, Ralph Waldo, 87; maik 
on Fanny Elssler's dandng, 105; 
begins his work, 144 1 caricatured by 
Cranch, 14s; aTcrids woman suf- 
frage, 158; praises '*Pasrion Flow- 
ers," saS; at the Bryant oeldvatson, 
379; a member of the Radical Qub, 
s8a ; objects to having its meetings 
reported: his paper on Thoreau, 
ago ; Theodore PulLer's opinion of, 
391 ; character and attainments, 199 ; 
his interest in Mrs. Howe's parior 
lectures, 307. 

England, Bank of, visitedt 116, X17. 

Evans, Mrs., 4x1. 

Everett, C. C, a member ol the Radi- 
cal Club, 283* 

" Evidences of Christianity,** Pdey*s, 
56. 

Fabens, Colonel, on the voyage to 

Santo Domingo, 347* 
Farrar, Mrs., visited by Mrs. Howe, 

Faudt, Helen, the actress, 104. 
"Faust,** Goethe*s, cond emn ed by 

Mr. Ward, 59. 
Felton, Prof. C. C, first known by the 

Ward family through Mrs. Howe*s 

brother Samuel, 49 ; his friends, 169. 
*' Female Poeto of America,** Gris- 

woId*s, 5. 
Fern, Fanny, her essay on HUmm/^, 

404. 
Field, David Dudley, addresses the 

second meeting of the woman*s pesos 

crusade, 329. 
Field, Mrs. D. D., 191. 
Field, Kate, at the Radical Qob, 990; 

at Newport, 40a. 
Fields, James T., aa8. 
Finotti, Father, 363, 364. 
Fitiroaurice, Lady Louisa, daughter 

of the Marquis of Lansdoime, 103. 
Fletdier, Alice, prominent at the 

man's congress, 386. 
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FoOsB, Dr. Kail, ss. 

Forest!, Felloe, ss ItsHiB pttakH, 

reads Dants with Mi*. How*, soft. 
Folks, thfWhpioiigfw stsHf ni giSMSil 

n8S,so. 
Fomasari, ss opera slugisr, 104* 
Foreter, Jobs, at Charlss DidBsos^ 

dhuwrt invites ths Howw to fiBt» 
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Fowler, Dr. sad Mrs., thtir 
to dM Howes, 139-14X. 

Fiands, Dr. John W., 
Mrs. Ward to Nisgaia, 8; 
a monber of ths Ward hoowliokU 
13; his appearance, |6| his hoBBor, 
37; his habits, 38; his latfodB crioa 
of Edgar AUan Pos, 39. 

Frands, Mrs. John W. (EUsa CoUsr), 
takes diaife of tbs Wsrd family at 
her sister's death, 11, is; daneasin 
Mstodd^p-feet** at her sistsi's wad- 
ding, 34; her kindnciSi 38; hsr ho^ 
pitality, 39. 

Fran^oia, a colored nan in Santo Do* 
mingo, invites Mrs. Howe to held 
religioas services, 350, 353. 

Freeman, Edward, tbs aitist, tayi • 
neighbor of Mrs. Hows is Rom 
191. 

Freeman, Mrs. Edward, 198. 

" From the Osk to ths Olif*,** M> 
tracts from, 315-319* 

Frothingham, O. B., a membsr of tfto 
Radical Qob, a8a. 

Froode, James Anthony, ths hlsmlM ^ 
at Miaa Cobbe'S rece pd o n , 333. 

Fuller, Margaret, uigea Mis. Hotws to 
poUiah her earlier poems, 6t; hsr 
remsik on Fanny Elader^ dsiiringi 
105; In Crandi's carkatorek 14s • 
translates Eckermann's " Cumsii 
tlons with Goethe," 147; fife of, «d- 
dertsken by Emerson, 1581 cnddssB 
Dr. Hedge's Phi Beta adtess, S96t 
highly ss te emed by Dr. Hs4|S,tee| 
the sixtieth ajuiivsrsaiy of bsr oiitB 
oelebratsd, y>i. 

Fuller, Mrs. Ssmusl R., goss to Suto 
Dommgo with tbs Howes, S47* 

Galway, Lady, 98. 

Gambetta, M., at Mr. Hsalsy^ baft 

431. 

Garda, the open liqger, 14. 
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HsDd^ Ut •« Mm^** gif» fa Ntv 
YoriCf 15 f ippradstioB of Us woik 

H«mU1 and Haydn Sodaftf, i4« 

HwtSf Bretf St Ncwpoity 4^^ 

Hanraid Cc^kft, slmaiMd as a Uaito- 
riaa fatdtntioo, a4. 

Hamurd DiTini^ School* Tbeodon 
Parkarat, 16a. 

Hawkaa, Rot. Fraada L., Us aboM 
ei Gennana and aboHtkmJata, 6s. 

Haynoa, Rot. Lorana, takaa part fa 
tha co n T ca t i oo of wobmb mfaiaieni 
31a. 

Haaly, a P. A., tha artist, fadl at Ua 
reiidsnesi 490^ 4*1. 

Haaly, BCfa.| 4aa 

Hedfa, Dr. F. H., Ua tnmalations, 
147; membar of tha Radkal Qob, 
98a; dafanda Prataatant in o yaa a, 
aB$\ Ua PU Beta addniaa, 995; 
pastorates fa Proirldeiioe and Boa- 
ton, 996, a97; ascood PU Bata ad- 
Qreasy 990} Dooomas pronssor 01 



German at Hanraid,a99; fondneaa 
for the drana, 999, 300; hia Ugh 
opfaion of Maiiaret FnDer, 300, 
301 ; Ua statement of the Unitarian 
faith, SOS ; broadening effect of his 
studies fa Germany, 303. 

Hagsl, the Gtorman pUtooopher, 309; 
esthnatea of, sio; Ua " Aeathetik *' 
and«*Logik,*»3ia. 

Hen, ideas of, 6s. 

Hensler, Mim Elise, stagi first at Mrs. 
Benson's hoose, 435* 

Heraer, works of, read, 59k so6« 

Heme, Colonel, first husband of Mis. 
Cotter, Mrs. Howe's grandmother, 

35- 

Heron, Matilda, in "The Worid'a 

Own,*' sjo. 
Higginson, Colonel Thomaa Went- 
wortb, at the Shadrach meeting, 165 ; 
Ua paper " Ongfat Women to learn 
the Alphabet," 233 ; his position on 
Christianity at the Radical Cfab, 
s8s ; at the woman snffrage meeting, 
375 ; aids that cause, 38a ; at New- 
port, 40a; at a mock " 
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ment," 403; bec omes treasurer of 
the Town and Country Clob, 406; at 
the woman'arii^ooogrBSs fa Paris, 
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HSlfaid, 
Cooatrj dob, 406b 

" HippolytaB,'' Mis. Hosra^ 
of, proposed by Booch, 4371 
matal^ dacUsad, aaok 

Hov, Hoo. Geofia FriAfa, a MmA 
flfwonaa mdbig^$jBi 
appeoprlattoD tot tha If av 
Kirn i ll i u H, inff, 

Hir^^nww, ii***Hftj ^'^fTW ^ ^ ^l 
ingtOB I^riag, al. 

H oUandt Mrs. Haary (ftiba Sarid^b 
lao sp tfcm at aar boaaa, 9^ 

HoUaad, Dr. J. O., at Newport ^aa* 

Hohaea, Dr. OUw WeadaU, al tba 
Biyaat oalebratioa, jji aBat at a 
travaliag companion, ayy, a8o| Mi 
p^ar at tha Radical Cfab o« JaB»* 
than Edwaida, a86; apaaki at tha 
i iHwu i ng to help dia Orataa iaaaiw 
ganta, 313 ; writaa a poaas for tha 

to Dr. 
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Hooker, Mia. laabeDa *jiin ,1 
at the wooBaals ooapaae, 385. 

Horace, 174; OrelH^ edition dE, 

Hwi^gbton, Lord (Richard 
MOnea), the poal^ Mia. Howa 
97i catertaiaa bar fa 1877, 4ao| 
takea her to Mr. GfadaloaaV, 4i>* 

Hooaakaapfag, tlia tilala ti, aij-aist 
every girl ahoold team tha art d^ 
at6. 

Howa, Floreaoa. 8aa Hal^ 
David P. 

Howa, JuUa RoaauMi. 8aa 
Mrs. Mlrtiaei. 

Howe, Mrs. JnBa Wmtd, aakad ta 
write her reauniaoaacaa, 1 1 birtfiaaA 
parentage, 3, 4 1 broOMnaadi 
4t $1 early JiuHcatioo of 
with took, 7; travate to Niapfa, 
8, 9; diilfish infidimt% y^-wi hv 
mothar'a death, w; aaily a ifacath a, 
13, 14; maical trafafag, 16^ 171 aa> 
dnsion of her horns, i8; fintball,a9i 
aoquafataaoa with Mrs. Ji 
41, 4s; leaTsa achooli 

with Dr. CogawaD, 431 
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tends the meeting to found the New 
England Woman's Qub, 374; }oint 
the woman raffrage movement, 375 ; 
her efiEorts for that cause, 376; 
gains experience, 377 ; trips to pro- 
mote the canse, 379-381 > ^^ legisla- 
tire hearings, 381-384; attends the 
woman's con g ress in >868, 385; 
elected fourth president of the As- 
sociation for the Adrancement of 
Women, 393 ; directs the woman's 
department at a Boston falrt 394 ; at 
the New Orieant Exposition, 395; 
difiBcnlties encountered there, 396; 
speech to the negroes, 398 ; consid- 
ered clubaiU by Dr. Holmes, 400; 
presides at a mock *' Commence- 
ment," 403; goes abroad with her 
daughter Maud in 1877: entertained 
by Lord Houghton, 410; breakfasts 
with Mr. Gladstone, 411; goes to 
the House of Commons with Charles 
Pamell, 413; risits Paris, 4x3 ; goes 
to the Frendi Academy, 414 ; at the 
crowning of a rotthv, 415; visits 
Port's studio, 4x6-419; lectures in 
Paris, 419; presidient of a wo* 
man's rights congress, 420; at the 
Healys* ball, 4s i ; speaks on suf- 
frage in Italy, 411; visits Princess 
Belgicnosa, 423, 433 ; sees Umberto 
crowned, 434; reads with Madame 
Ristori, 434, 435; sees Leo XIIL 
consecrated, 436; meets Washing- 
ton Allston, 439; first acquaintance 
with John S. Dwight, 435; feeling 
of loss at Otto Dresers death, 438; 
her eldest daughter's death, 439; 
successes and failures of her life, 

44a-444- 

Howe, Maud. See Elliott, Mrs. 

Howe, Dr. Samuel Gridley, first 
known to the Wards through Mrs. 
Howe's brother Samuel, 49; his 
achievement in Laura Bridgman's 
case, 81 ; Mr. Sanborn's estimate of, 
83; his philanthropic efforts, 84 ; es- 
pouses the cause of Greece, 85, 86; 
his work for the blind, 86, 87 ; other 
activities: marries Julia Ward, 88; 
goes abroad, 89; entertained in 
London, 93-107, no, iii ; visits 
London prisons, 108, 109 ; in Scot- 
land, >ii; in Dublin, iis; visits 



Mist Edgevorth, it|| tht poii 
Wordsworth, 115; his oooiMCtkMi 
with the Polish rebellion, iiy, 118; 
excluded from Prussia, xi8; tov 
through Europe to RoaM^ iiS-nif 
arrested in Rome, 1S3 ; pteaeDted to 
the Pope, xa6; with George Combe, 
x3Xt >3>; leavee Rone, 133} eoo- 
▼ersatioa with Florence NIghtiiifalak 
138; his visit to RotberUthe worib> 
house, 141; his activity on tha 
Boston School Board, 148; advo- 
cates the teaching of speech to detf- 
mntea, 149; inability to sing, 163; 
his circle of friends, 169, 170; his 
interest in prison reforms, 173 ; com- 
missioner on the annexation of 
Santo Domingo, 181 ; visits Enropo 
in 1850, 188; takes the water core 
at Boppsrd, 189; his abolition synw 
pathies, 318; trip to Cobs, 390; 
boys Lawtoo's Valley at Newport; 
338; ob|ects to his children s^ 
tending the Parker meetings, 844; 
edits " The Commonwealth," sp | 
his friendship widi Gov. Andrew^ 
353; his jtidgment in mflitary af- 
£drs, 369; averse to women speat 
ing in public, 303; his intersit fai 
the Cretan insurrection, 3xa, 8>SI 
starta for Greece, 313; arrival In 
Athens: his life endangeted, 3141 
visits Crete: returns to Boston, jao; 
visits Santo Domingo to report on 
the advinbility of annrring it, 345 ; 
goes to Santo Domingo aj^dn, 3471 
gives a dance for the people, 3S5{ 
goes to Santo Domingo a third timet 
360; hears of Sumner's death, 3641 
returns to Boston, 368; his destfit 
369 ; tributes to his m e m ory, 370. 

Hudson River, journey np the, 8. 

Hugo, Victor, remark on John BrowBt 
356; at the congress ci gtrnt dt 

Hunt, Helen, at Newport, 40s. 
Hunting, Rev. J. J., mmnwmds ths 

exercises of the convention of wo> 

man ministers, 313. 
Huntington, Daniel, paints portnit of 

Mrs. Howe's father, 53. 
" Hymns of the Spirit,*' ooQacted by 

Samuel Longfellow and 

Johnson, 393. 
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IxwgEellowi Houy Widiwoilh« bd> 
Cfflnf ft ffifind of Mn« Howo 
throog^ her bfotlier Sftianel» 49; 
bis opinion of Samnel Ward, 73; 
IftlcM Mri. Howe to tbe PwUnft 
Inadtotion, 81, 8s ; lilt tnmslninni^ 

M7« 

Loogfdlowi Rer. Saamdi ordained, 
S9S i liis characfr and oaoTicdoBS : 
hymns, 393 ; his essay on *' Lav " 
before die Radical C3id», a^* 

Loring, Judge, denounced by Tlieo- 
doreParlEer, 164. 

Lothrop, Rer. Samuel K., attenda 
Mrs. Howe's parlor lactuea, 906; 
reqaests her to prolong the oootm, 
308. 

Locas, Mrs. Maigaret, aasists Mrs. 
Howe in her wooian*s peace move- 
ment, 341. 

** Loda di Lammermoor," 104. 

" Luther,'* Dr. Hedge's essay on, 901. 

Lynch, Dondnidc, Introdnces the first 
opera troope to New York, 94. 

Lyons, Richard, Lord, British ndnistar 
at Washington, so> 

MacU, Padro, Tirits the catacombs 

with the Howes, isB. 
Mackintosh, Robert /ames, calls on 

Mrs. Jameson, 4S. 
Bfadaren, Mzs., assists Mrs. Howa 

in her peace movement, 341. 
MacUse, Daniel, the pafaiter, iio. 
MacMabon, Marshal, his reception to 

Gen. and Mrs. Grant, 4S1. 
Macready, William Charles, the actor, 

104. 
Mailliard, Adolph, aoi. 
Mailliard, Mn. Adolph (Annie Ward), 

sister of Mrs. Howe: accompanies 

her to Europe, 88 ; dines with Caiiyle 

at Chelsea, 96; berlorelineaa, 137; 

her husband, aoi ; her toast at the 

Washington's Birthday dinner in 

Rome, SQs ; returns to America with 

Mrs. Howe, 304. 
Malibran, Madame, in the rMes of 

Cenerentola and Roaina, 15. 
MaUock, William H., at a dinner for 

Mrs. Howe, 4ss* 
Manchester, Bishop of, oppose the 

founding of schools for gUs of the 

middle dass, 33J> 



sranc^ mama nw fTHfiif 
schools, 88; goes to Xvopab 891 
visltaQu!lylcatChslssa,96; fai^acia 
ib» London prisons, bo8» 8091 
opinion ol Gomis Combai 1331 
piaisea Dr. Howa'a woik in iba 
Boston acfaoolsi 1481 ad f uma a the 

S49I shiioka from 

«S7. 
Mann, Un, Horace (Maiy Fiabo4^ 

goes to Eorope with tfaa Howai ^ 89t 

visits Thomas Carlyk, 96. 
Manning, Csrdlaal, piiiiifclas at A 

Prison Reform meeliag, 319. 
" Marco Bonaria," as. 
Margfaerita, Qnoen, at Kiag Uabvio^ 

coronation, 434. 
Mario, sings at Lanadowne HooM^ 

101. 
Marion, Gen. Fraada, 4. 
Martal, a baindresscir, 65. 
" Martin Chnsslawft," I nniiilMlri 

episode in, 139. 
Martinean, Harriet, statsa d, 1 jSi 
May, Abl7 W., aida basaar la bshalf 

of iba Cretans, sse; bsr enstgy Id 

tha Association for the AdnaB^ 

ment of Inr omen, 39s* 
May, Rer. Samnel J., 394. 
McAllister, Julian, nairi 

Cutler, 33. 
McAllister, Mrs. JuHan, 33. 
McAllister, Judge Matthew H., n. 
McCabe, Chaplain, mention a tfie 1 

ing of tha ** Battle Hymn " b Llbb^ 

Prison, S761. 
McCarthy, Mrs. Jnstfai, <* root » gbw 

b7i 4«8. 
McVidmr, John, professor of pU^ 

sophy at Columbia CoUifS, as< 
"Mecdiant Prinoea of Wall Snaatt 

The," inaocniacy o^ 5a. 
Merritt, Mra., a New Orleans la^y, 

addrnsaa tba oolorsd peopla, 39B. ' 
Metastasbf dramaa of, rsad, 37, ao6k 
Milan, the Howae in, 119, laob 
Milnes, Richard Mondtton. Sat 

Milton, John, hia ^VutOm Lost* 

used aa a text-book, 58. 
Mitchell, Maria, her cfaaracCar and al> 

tainments: signs the call for a 

greas of wotneni 3851 
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Parker, Theodorti 105; Mrt. Howe 
ittends his meetingSi tjo; Us Sun- 
dey eveniiigB, 153; his seniion on 
'* The Transient and the Pennanent 
in Christianity,*' 159; his viait to 
Rome : diristens Mrs. Howe's eldest 
dani^ter, 160; his culture, i6>; af- 
fection for hu wife, x6s ; musical at- 
tainments, 163; his great sermons, 
164; at the Shadradi meeting, 165; 
women admitted to his pulpit, 166; 
his peisonal characteristics, 167; 
death, 168 ; compared with Sumner, 
176; his opinioki ol Hegel, sii ; re- 
peats lines from " Passion Flowers,** 
sis ; goes to Cuba accompanied bf 
the Howes, aji; continues to Vera 
Crux and Europe, aj 3 ; his meetings, 
344; his parting gift to Massadin- 
setts, 363; his opinion of Emerson, 
agx ; of Dr. Hedge, S98 ; sympathizes 
with Mrs. Howe*s desire lor expres- 
sion, 305. 

Parker, Mrs. Theodore, t6o, 16s. 

Pamell, Charies S., escorts Mrs. Howe 
to the House of Commons, 41a. 

Ptfnell, Mrs. Delia Stuart, gites Mrs. 
Howe a note of introdoctioii to her 
son, 41a. 

ParK>ns, Thomas W., his poem on the 
death of Mary Booth, 341 ; suggests 
a poem for Mrs. Howe's Stknday 
meetings in London, 333. 

''Passion Flowers," Mrs. Howe's 
first volume of poems, 338, 339; 
reviewed in D wight's " Journal of 
Music" by Mrs. £. D. Cheney, 

436. 

Passy, Frederic takes Mrs. Howe to 
the French Academy, 414* elso to 
the crowning of a rtfsih'e, 415 ; pre> 
aents her #ith a volume of his es- 
says, 416. 

Paul, Jean, works of, read, 59. 

Pegli, Samuel Ward dies at, 73. 

Peirce, Benjamin, a member of the 
Radical Club, 38a. 

Pellico, Silvio, an Italian patriot, 119. 

Pentonville prison, visited, 109. 

Perkins, Col. Thomas H., his recol- 
lection of Mrs. Cutler, 35. 

Persian!, Mile., an opera singer, 104. 

" Phaedo,'' Plato's, read by Mrs. 
Howe, 331. 



PhilHpa, Wendell, Mi 
quality of mind wiootnli nd , 841 
leader of the aboBtiooials : UshiiA 
and education, iS4 ; nt intMiTefy 
meetings, i5S*tS7 { nn adToeiit <k 
woman snffngn, 15^, 158$ lusdintlit 
159 ; ootepoted wfch Simaet; 17$: 
e£Eectol Ua presence tt ilie RaAad 
Qub, a86; Ua orthodoacy, sBjt 
speaks at thn neeting to help Ih* 
Cretan iBMogents, 313 ; it thn wo- 
naan suffrage iheetliwcyj; snp poi ta 
that canae, 378,181; at scImoI irith 
Tom Appleton, 433. 

" Philosophie Poeitive,"Conrte*i| tit. 

Phrenok)gy, belief in, 133, 133. 

Pius IX., Pope, las; hia ^eikaMla 
«94. «9S ; W» death, 4^ 

Poe, Edgar AOan, hIa visit to Dr. 
Francis, 39. 

Polish insurrection of 1830, the, oaii> 
nection ot Dr. Howe with, it^. 

Polish refugees, ball in aU of , loj. 

Powel, Samuel, hia prophecy in re- 
gard to Newport, 4e6. 

Powellj Mr. Aaron, aakt Mn. Row* 
to attend the Pirit Peace Coq|;lreaa 
as a delqnte, 338. 

Priessnits, his water care, 189^ 

Prime, Ward ft King, fimk of, Mit. 
How^s father a member, S^i 5s| 
her brother Samuel adasitted, 69. 

Priaons, visited by Dr. Howe, lol^ 
109. 

Pulsaky, Mme. (Theresa von WaltherX 
118. 

Pym, Capt«, an Arctic voyager, 399* 

Quincy, Edmund, hia reaaik to 

Theodore Parker, 387. 
Quincy, Jr., Mrs. josiah, wooMBi^ 

club atarted at her house, 400. 

Rachel, Madame, the actreaa, 133. 

Racine, his tragedies read, 306. 

Red Jacket, an Indian Chief, 9. 

Reed, Lucy, a blind deaf motab 81, 
8a. 

Regnaolt, Hettrl, enkgised at the 
French Academy, 414. 

Repeal Measnrea, agitadon for, in 
Dublin, 113. 

Rice, A. H., governor of Massachu- 
setts, presides at the Music Hall 



I, Di^ wl, lUM Wfcf* 
I.T>.,A>Mh,tani4it| 

FtaoMik" Ml) m *• Botm 
■^rvtanii lor Cite, >|i. 
S^hv, ■». q>v (li«l^ n«), 



(■•VO«i,4M. 



Okk 4P| I bMM i» dN ^ 4ii. 



iiii*iiii*.m-mi lb. 

t Mtf la, «■ hr wy H 



tts^ CMM, M Hn. iMii^ «•. 
at Wn. HawA tMte I^hI 

fl.Awri«,CMd»<t» 



■I^ IVOMPMi, DbafaM 

■IlkhBMi^llll 



■Mil,' ttkm, *« MM. 4 p in 



hMM,*. 






4Gi 



INDEX 



work! Ugfatly etteeoi6d bf OimsIm 

SumneTt 169. . . 

Sedgwick, Catharine Maria, on John 

Kenyont 108 ; her lefter of introdoo- 

tioh to Count GonfiJonieri, 119; 

praises, a line from " Piasdon 

Flowers," asS. 
Sedgwick, Mrs. Theodore (Susan 

Ridley), 90. 
Seeley, Prof. J. R>^ libspitality and 

Idndness to Mrs. Howe ; his lecture 

on Burke, 335. 
Sewallf Judge Samod £.» aid* the 

woman sufihrage itnovement, 38s* 
Seward, William H., secretary of 

state, stigmatized by Count tiurow- 

ski, a». 
Shaw, Mrs. Quincy A.| 184* 
Shelley, Percy Bysshe, his books 

prohibited in the Ward family, 58. 
Sherret, Miss, her Interest in Mhools 

for girls of the middle class, 333. 
Sherwood, Mrs. (Mary Martha Butt)i 

her stories, 48, 
Si4dons, Mrs. William* (Sarah Keoi- 

ble)j fund for her monument, 104; 

her daughter, 13 >J 
SiUiman Ftof. Benjamin, of Yale 

College, 93. . 
Smith, Alfred, real tamt igeat bf 

Newport, ajS. 
Sknith, Mri. Seba, 166. . . 
Smith, Rev. Sydney, calls ioo the 

Hqwes: his reputation as a wit, 

91 ; appearance,^ 9a ; anecdotes of, 

92-95 ; pleasantry about Lord Mor- 
peth, 107. 
Smith, Mrs. Sydney, Mrs. Howe calls 

on, 94. , 

Somerville, Mrs. (Mary Fairfax), inti- 
mate with Mrs. Jameson, 43. 

"Sonnambula, La,** given in New 
York, 15. 

Sontag, Mme., at Mri. Benson's, 435. 

Sothem, Edward Askew, in *'The 
World's bwni" 230. 

Southworth, Mrs. F. H. (Emma D. 
E. Nevitt), attends Mrs. Howe's 
lecture in Washington, 309, 

Spielberg, the Austrian fortress ol, 
Italian patriots imprisoned in, 119, 
lao. 

Spinoza, 3 la, 309. . 

Stanton, Theodore, 430. 



Steele, Tom, frfend bf Dnkl 0*CoOi 
nell, iij. , 

Stone, Lucy, 30$; tpeaks lor wo> 
man sofifnge in Boston, 37s; her 
still and usaX, 377> ST^i Imt wofk 
for that cause, 380, 381 ; j»m"»'>— >t 
at the woman's coqgrcss, 385* 

Stondienge, Druidical atooeb at, 1401, 

Story, Chief Justice, 169. 

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beedwr) ber 
*' Undo Tom'a Cabin,*? s53^ 

Sue, . Engtoe, his *' Myikni db 
Paris," 304. 

Sumner, Albert, brother of thb semoTv 

Sumner, Charles, first known t6 tfi» 
Wards through Mrs. Howet hror 
ther Samuel, 49 ; takes the Wardt 
to the Perkins Institntion, 81, tM} 
Thomas Carlyle's estimate of, g6, 
97 ; inability to sing, 163 ; his fint ap> 
pearance at the Ward booM 166 ; Ida 
friends, 169; his political opiyiiont, 
170; his temperament and avpect, 
171-173; attitude on prison rtionnt 
X73» »74; his eloqoenoe, 17s; Up 
culture, 176 ; hblife In Washb|gtoa» 
177-180 ; opposes the annerafion p| 
Simto Domingo, 181 ; his deadi, |8a; 
defeats Webster for the Senirta,ai84 
iiis breach with Count C^iroiidd« 
393, grieVes^ at pwowdp^ ,dmfAit 
aa6; dines at Blrs. Bameb^ 308^' . 

Sumner, Charies Pindmey, sharifft 
anecdote of, 171, 17a. . 

Sumner, Mrs. C P., aneedotet 0^ 177* 

«78. 
Sunday, obeenrance of , In tiib Wild 

feunily, 48. 

Sutherland, Duke of, 99. . 

Sutherland, Duchess of (pank^ 
Howard), 99 ; hef atdre at Liq»f 
downA Hotts^ 10a ; at di^ b^ at 
Almadc's, 106 ; at the Coqnteip ol 
t^arUsle's dinner, 106, 107 i bar rb^ 
lations with the Queen, 107, 

Swedenborg, Emanuel, Ma "DiW^ 
Love and Wisdom," ao4 ; bis fhcibry 
of the ^vinb man, ao8 ; wofka ibadf 

"Sylphide, La,**i3^ 



Taddei, Rosa, 130. 
Taglioni, Madame, 
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Ward, Richard, 19. 

Ward, Got. Samoel, o! Rhode laland, 
3, note. 

Ward, Samnd, grandiather of Mr*. 
Howe, appearance and manner, 19; 
her iather*8 grief at hU death, so. 

Ward, Samuel, father of Mrs. Howe, 
hit bhrth and descent, 3; grief at his 
wife's death, 11 ; care for his chil- 
dren, II ; plana for their edocation, 
13; religiooa riews become more 
stringent, 15; gives op wi^e, to- 
bacco, and cards, 18-90; his fine 
taste, 45; generosity: discnssion 
with his son regarding sodal lnter> 
course, 46; his family habits, 47; 
fab obsenrance of Sunday, 48 ; idns 
of proprie t y; religious faith, 49; 
business ability, 50; carries New 
York State through the crisis of 
1837, 50^ 51 ; his earty experience in 
Wall St., st\ his death, 52; his 
careful restraint of his daughter, 59, 
53; his portrait in the New Yoric 
Bank of Commerce, 55; condemns 
GoetbeV "Faust," 59; displeased 
with his son Samuel's work, 69. 

Ward, Mrs. Samuel (Julia Rush), 
mother of Mrs. Howe: numriage 
and. educatio9 : her diarm of charac- 
ter, 5 ; anecdotes of, 5, 6; her tact, 
6; death, 10, si. 

Ward, Samuel, brother of Mrs. Howe, 
sent to Ro^nd Hill Sdiool, 5 ; travela 
in Europe : at home, 45 ; his defense 
of society, 46 ; enlirens the austerity 
of the Ward household, 49; estab- 
lisl^ a home of his own, 53 ; mar- 
ries Emily Astor^ 65 ; his appearance 
and education, 67; tnyels abroad, 
68; his lade of interest in business, 
lus second mai7ii|ge, 69; goes to 
California, 70; Indian adventures, 
70, 71 ; life in Washington : becomes 
" Kingof the Lobby,** 7s; his friends, 
79, 73 ; his Tisit to Lord Rosebery : 
death at Pegli: rolume of poems, 

73« 
Wsnl, Hr^r Samuel ^Endly Astor), her 

marriage, 6$\ her fine roice, 74, 7$. 
Ward, Mrs. Samuel (Medora Grimes), 

married, 69. 
Ward, William, 19. 
Waring, Col. Geoige £., 404. 
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Charles Sumnef's rsiidence in, x8o; 
Count OonmsU in, ass-ass; Mn, 
Eames'spontkm there, sa4; fsnoal 
of Gurowski in, safi; coaJtiw oC, 
during the chril var, 1691 970; Mn» 
Howe lectures sn^ 99^ 

Washington, Can. Geoi|s, 9 1 Us al- 
tentioa to Mrs. Cafler, 35; widlad 
on by *' Dangfalcn of Libeffy,** |jS( 
birthday oelebtaled in Romsb aof. - 

Wesson, Darid A., a msiber of tlw 
Radiaa Qub, a8a; 1^ iiply to Mr. 
Abbott, 989. 

Webster, Daidel, Theodora Paiknr't 
sermon 00, 164; defeated for tiba* 
senatorship by Sumner, ss8. 

Wedding oeramooles described, 33, i4« 
65,66. 

Wdss, Rer. John, at the Boston RaA* 
ifal Qub, 983, S84 ; 00 woasan fsi- 
frsge, a89; on poeta and pUloBi>> 
ph«ra,304. 

Welles, Gideon, aecretaiy of tfat naivyt 
995. 

Wellington, Arthur WeUeslcft Dfkii 
of, anecdote of, ty. 

Wentzler, A* H., paiata portrait ei 
John Ward, 55. 

Whipple, Edwin P., refviewf ** Passion 
Fk>wers,**a98: attends Mrs. Hoira^t 
parior lectures, 306. 

White, Andrew D., commissionor on 
the annnrafinm of Santo DoraiqfOa 

s8i, 345* 
White, Mn, Andrew D., 146. 
White, Charlotta^ a '*duraclflr'* in 

eariy New Yoric, 77* 
Whiting, l^omoB, attenda Mn. 

Howe'ft lectura in WasUn^tOB^ 909. 
Whitney, Miss Anne, her sta^e of 

Harriet Martinrau, 158. 
Whittier, John G., pndses "PassioB 

Flowera," 998; his cb ara ct eriia tlon 

of Dr. Howe, 37a 
Wiecfc, the German co rapoo er, de- 
scribed by Mrs. Jameson, 40^ 
Wilboor, Mrs. Charlotle B., praail- 

Wilderness, battle of, 96$. 
"Wilhefan Mdster,** Goethe's, «•- 

cuseed, 59. 
Wilkes. Rer. Elisa Topper, taket part 
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